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CAPTAIN FRACASSE 


CHAPTER I 

CASTLE MISERY 

Upon the southern slope of one of those barren 
hills that rise abruptly here and there in the desolate 
expanse of the Landes in South-Western France 
stood in the reign of Louis XIII., a gentleman’s 
residence, such as abound in Gascony, which the 
country people dignify by the name of chateau. 

Two tall towers, with extinguisher tops, mounted 
guard at the angles of the mansion, and gave it 
rather a feudal air. The deep grooves upon its 
facade betrayed the former existence of a draw- 
bridge, rendered unnecessary now by the filling up 
of the moat, while the towers were draped for more 
than half their height with a most luxuriant growth 
of ivy, whose deep, rich green contrasted happily 
with the ancient gray walls. 

The road which led to it from the highway was 
entirely overgrown with moss and weeds, save a 
narrow pathway in the centre, though two deep 
ruts, full of water, and inhabited by a numerous 
family of frogs, bore mute witness to the fact that 
carriages had once passed that way. 

The roof, of dark red tiles, was disfigured by 
many large leprous-looking, yellow patches, whilst 
in some places the decayed rafters had given way, 
leaving formidable gaps. The numerous weather- 
cocks that surmounted the towers and chimneys 
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were so rusted that they could no longer budge an 
inch, and pointed persistently in various directions. 
The high dormer windows were partially closed by 
old wooden shutters, warped, split, and in every 
stage of dilapidation ; broken stones filled up the 
loop-holes and openings in the towers ; of the twelve 
large windows in the front of the house, eight were 
boarded up ; the remaining four had small diamond- 
shaped panes of thick, greenish glass, fitting so 
loosely in their leaden frames that they shook and 
rattled at every breath of wind ; between these win- 
dows a great deal of the stucco had fallen off, 
leaving the rough wall exposed to view. 

Above the grand old entrance door, whose massive 
stone frame and lintel retained traces of rich orna- 
mentation, almost obliterated by time and neglect, 
was sculptured a coat of arms, now so defaced that 
the most accomplished adept in heraldry would not 
be able to decipher it. Only one leaf of the great 
double door was ever opened now, for not many 
guests were received or entertained at the chateau 
in these days of its decadence. Swallows had built 
their nests in every available nook about it, and 
but for a slender thread of smoke rising spirally 
from a chimney at the back of this dismal, half- 
ruined mansion, the traveller would have surely be- 
lieved it to be uninhabited. This was the only sign 
of life visible about the whole place, like the little 
cloud upon the mirror from the breath of a dying 
man, which alone gives evidence that he still lives. 

Upon pushing open the practicable leaf of the 
great worm-eaten door, which yielded reluctantly, 
and creaked dolefully as it turned upon its rusty 
hinges, the curious visitor entered a sort of portico, 
more ancient than the rest of the building, with 
fine, large columns of bluish granite, and a lofty 
vaulted roof. At the point of intersection of the 
arches was a stone shield, bearing the same coat 
of arms that was sculptured over the entrance with- 
out. This one was in somewhat better preservation 
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than the other, and seemed to bear something - 
resembling three golden storks (cigognes) on an 
azure field ; though it was so much in shadow and 
so faded and dingy, that it was impossible to make 
it out clearly. Fastened to the wall, at a convenient 
height from the ground, were great iron ex- 
tinguishers, blackened by the smoke from torches in 
long by -gone years, and also iron rings, to which 
the guests’ horses were made fast in the olden times 
when the castle was in its glory. The dust that lay 
thick upon them now showed that it was long since 
they had been made use of. 

From this portico — whence a door on either side 
opened into the main building; one leading into a 
long suite of apartments on the ground floor, and the 
other into what had probably been a guard-room — 
the explorer passed into an interior court, dismal, 
damp, and bare. In the corners nettles and various 
rank weeds were growing riotously amid the great 
heaps of rubbish fallen from the crumbling cornice 
high above, and grass had sprung up everywhere in 
the crevices of the stone pavement. Opposite the 
entrance a flight of dilapidated, shaky steps, with a 
heavy stone balustrade, led down into a neglected 
garden, which was gradually becoming a perfect 
thicket. Excepting in one small bed, where a few 
cabbages were growing, there was no attempt at 
cultivation, and nature had reasserted her rights 
everywhere else in this abandoned spot, taking, 
apparently, a fierce delight in effacing all traces ol 
man’s labour. The fruit trees threw out irregular 
branches without fear of the pruning knife; the box, 
intended to form a narrow border to the curiously 
shaped flower-beds and grass-plots, had grown up 
unchecked into huge, bushy shrubs, while a great 
variety of sturdy weeds had usurped the places 
formerly devoted to choice plants and beautiful, 
fragrant flowers. Brambles, bristling with sharp 
thorns, which had thrown their long, straggling 
arms across the paths, caught and tried to hold back 
n 2 
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any bold adventurer who attempted to penetrate into 
the mysterious depths of this desolate wilderness. 
Solitude is averse to being surprised in dishabille, 
and surrounds herself with all sorts of defensive 
obstacles. 

However, the courageous explorer who persisted 
in following the ancient, overgrown alley, and was 
not to be daunted by formidable briers that tore his 
hands and clothing, nor low-hanging, closely inter- 
laced branches that struck him smart blows in the 
face as he forced his way through them, would have 
reached at last a sort of rocky niche, fancifully 
arranged as a grotto. Besides the masses of ivy, 
iris and gladiolus, that had been carefully planted 
long ago in the interstices of the rock, it was draped 
with a profusion of graceful wild vines and feathery 
ferns, which half-veiled the marble statue, represent- 
ing some mythological divinity, that still stood in 
this lonely retreat. It must have been intended for 
Flora or Pomona, but now there were tufts of ' 
•repulsive, venomous-looking mushrooms in the 
pretty, graceful, little basket on her arm, instead of 
the sculptured fruit or flowers that should have 
filled it. Although her nose was broken, and her 
fair body disfigured by many dark stains, and over- 
grown in part with clinging mosses, it could still 
plainly be seen that she had once been very lovely. 
At her feet was a marble basin, shaped like a shell, 
half full of discoloured, stagnant water; the lion’s 
head just above it, now almost entirely concealed by 
a thick curtain of leaves, no longer poured forth 
the sparkling stream that used to fall into it with 
a musical murmur. 

Behind the grotto rose a high wall, built of stone, 
crumbling and mouldy now, but still bearing some 
broken remains of trellis-work, evidently intended to 
be covered with creepers that would entirely con- 
ceal the wall itself with a rich tapestry of verdure. 
1 his was the limit of the garden ; beyond stretched 
the wide expanse of the sandy, barren Landes, 
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flecked here and there with patches of scanty 
heather, and scattered groves of pine trees. ' ” 

Turning back towards the chateau it became 
apparent that this side of it was even more neglected 
and ruinous than the one we have already described - 
the recent poverty-stricken owners having tried to 
keep up appearances as far as possible, and con- 
centrated their efforts upon the front of their dilapi- 
dated abode. In the stable, where were stalls for 
twenty horses, a miserable, old, white pony stood 
at an empty manger, nibbling disconsolately at a 
scanty truss of hay, and frequently turning his 
sunken, lack-lustre eyes expectantly towards the 
door. In front of an extensive kennel, where the 
lord of the manor used to keep a whole pack of 
hounds, a single dog, pathetically thin, lay sleeping 
tranquilly and soundly, apparently so accustomed to 
the unbroken solitude of the place that he had aban- 
doned all habits of watchfulness. 

Entering the chateau the visitor found himself in 
a broad and lofty hall, containing a grand old stair- 
case, with a richly carved, wooden balustrade — a 
good deal broken and defaced now, like everything 
else in this doleful Castle Misery. The walls had 
been elaborately frescoed, representing colossal 
figures of Hercules supporting brackets upon which 
rested the heavily ornamented cornice. Springing 
from it fantastic vines climbed upward on the arched 
ceiling, and above them the blue sky, faded and 
dingy, was grotesquely variegated with dark spots, 
caused by the water filtering through from the 
dilapidated roof. Between the oft-repeated figures 
of Hercules were frescoed niches, wherein heads of 
Roman Emperors and other illustrious historical 
characters had been depicted in glowing tints ; but all 
were so vague and dim now that they were but the 
ghosts of pictures, which should have described 
with the shadows of words — ordinary terms are too 
substantial to apply to them. The very echoes in 
this deserted hall seemed startled and amazed as 
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they repeated and multiplied the unwonted sound of 
footsteps. 

A door near the head of the first flight of stairs 
opened into what had evidently been the great ban- 
queting hall in the old days when sumptuous repasts 
and numerous guests were not uncommon things in 
the chilteau. A huge beam divided the lofty ceiling 
into two compartments, which were crossed at 
regular intervals by smaller joists, richly carved, 
and retaining some traces of gilding. 1 be spaces 
between bad been originally of a deep blue tint, 
almost lost now under the thick coating of dust and 
spiders’ webs that no housemaid’s mop ever in- 
vaded. Above the grand old chimnev-pieee was a 
noble stag’s head, with huge, spreading antlers, 
and on the walls hung rows of ancient family por- 
traits, so faded and mouldy now that most of the 
faces had a ghastly hue, and at night, by the dim, 
flickering lamp-light, they looked like a company of 
spectres. Nothing in the world is sadder than a 
collection of old portraits hanging thus, neglected 
and forgotten, in deserted halls — representations, 
half obliterated themselves, of forms and faces long 
since returned to dust. Yet these painted phantoms 
were most appropriate inhabitants of this desolate 
abode; real living people would have seemed out of 
place in the death-stricken house. 

In the middle of the room stood an immense 
dining-table of dark, polished wood, much worm- 
eaten, and gradually falling into decay. Two tall 
buffets, elaborately carved and ornamented, stood on 
opposite sides of the room, with only a few odd 
pieces of Palissy ware, representing lizards, crabs, 
and shell-fish, reposing on shiny green leaves, and 
two or three delicate wine-glasses of quaint patterns 
remaining upon the shelves where gold and silver 
plate used to glitter in rich profusion, as was the 
mode in France. The handsome old chairs, with 
their high, carved backs and faded velvet cushions, 
that had been so firm and luxurious once, were 
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tottering and insecure; but it mattered little since 
no one ever came to sit in them now round the festive 
board, and they stood against the wall in prim order 
under the rows of family portraits. 

A smaller room opened out of this one hunp- 
round with faded, moth-eaten tapestry. j n on ^ 
corner stood a large bed, with four tall, twisted 
columns and long, ample curtains of rich brocade 
which had been delicate green and white, but now 
were of a dingy, yellowish hue, and cut completely 
through from top to bottom in every fold. An ebony 
table, with some pretty gilded ornaments still cling- 
ing to it, a mirror dim with age, and two large arm- 
chairs, covered with worn and faded embroidery 
that had been wrought by the fair fingers of some 
noble dame long since dead and forgotten, completed 
the furniture of this dismal chamber. 

From the tapestried chamber a door opened into a 
long suite of deserted rooms, which wpre lofty and of 
noble proportions, but devoid of furniture, and given 
up to dust, spiders and rats. The apartments on the 
floor above them were the home of great numbers of 
bats, owls, and jackdaw's, v'ho found ready ingress 
through the large holes in the roof. Every evening 
they flew forth in flocks, with much flapping of 
wings, and weird, melancholy cries and shrieks, in 
search of the food not to be found in the immediate 
vicinity of this forlorn mansion. 

The apartments on the ground floor contained 
nothing but a few bundles of straw, a heap of corn- 
cobs, and some antiquated gardening implements. 
In one of them, however, was a rude bed, covered 
with a single, coarse blanket; presumably that of 
the only domestic remaining in the v'hole estab- 
lishment. 

It was from the kitchen chimney that the little 
spiral of smoke escaped which was seen from with- 
out. A few sticks tvere burning in the wide, old- 
fashioned fireplace, but the flames looked pale under 
the bright light that streamed down upon them 
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->ugh the broad, straight flue. The pot that hung 
trom the clumsy iron crane was boiling sleepily, and 
if the curious visitor could have peeped into it be 
would have seen that the little cabbage bed in the 
garden had contributed of its produce to the pot-au- 
feu. An old black cat was sitting as close to the 
fire as he could without singeing his whiskers, and 
gravely watching the simmering pot with longing 
eyes. His ears had been closely cropped, and he had 
not a vestige of a tail, so that he looked like one of 
those grotesque Japanese chimeras that everybody is 
familiar with. Upon the table, near at hand, a 
white plate, a tin drinking cup, and a china dish, 
bearing the family arms stamped in blue, were neatly 
arranged, evidently in readiness for somebody’s 
supper. For a long time the cat remained perfectly 
motionless, intently watching the pot which had 
almost ceased to boil as the fire got low, and the 
silence continued unbroken ; but at last a slow, heavy 
step was heard approaching from without, and 
presently the door opened to admit an old man, who 
looked half peasant, half gentleman’s servant. The 
black cat immediately quitted his place by the fire 
and went to meet him ; rubbing himself against the 
new comer’s legs, arching his back and purring 
loudly; testifying his joy in every way possible to 
him. 

Pierre, that was the old servant’s name, threw 
more wood on the smouldering fire, and then sat 
down on a settle in the chimney corner, inviting his 
companion— ;who had to wait still for his supper as 
patiently, as he might— to take a seat beside him. 
The firelight shone full upon the old man’s honest, 
weather-beaten face, the few scattered locks of 
snow-white hair escaping from under his dark blue 
woollen cap, his thick, black eyebrows and deep 
wrinkles. He had the usual characteristics of the 
Basque race; a long face, hooked nose, and dark, 
gypsy-hkc complexion. He wore a sort of livery, 
which was so old and threadbare that it would bo 



Castle Misery g 

impossible to make out its original colour, and his 
stiff, soldier-like carriage and movements proclaimed 
that he had at some time in his life served in a 
military capacity. “The young master is late to* 
night," he muttered to himself, as the daylight faded 
“What possible pleasure can lie find in these lone 
solitary rambles over the dunes? It is true though 
that it is so dreary here, in this lonely, dismal house 
that any other place is preferable." 

At this moment a joyous barking was heard with- 
out, the old pony in the stable stamped and whin- 
nied, and the cat jumped down from his place beside 
Pierre and trotted off towards the door with great 
alacrity. In an instant the latch was lifted, and the 
old servant rose, taking off his woollen cap respect- 
fully, as his master came into the kitchen. He was 
preceded by the poor old dog, trying to jump up 
on him, but falling back every time without being 
able to reach his face, and Beelzebub seemed to 
welcome them both — showing no evidence of the 
antipathy usually existing between the feline and 
canine races; on the contrary, receiving Miraut with 
marks of afTection which were fully reciprocated. 

The Baron de Sigognac, for it was indeed the lord 
of the manor who now entered, was a young man of 
five or six and twenty; though at first sight he 
seemed much older, because of the deep gravity, 
even sadness, of his demeanour; the feeling of utter 
powerlessness which poverty brings having effectu- 
ally chased away all the natural gaiety and light- 
heartedness of youth. Dark circles surrounded his 
sunken eyes, his cheeks were hollow, his moustache 
drooped in a sorrowful curve over his sad mouth. 
His long black hair was negligently pushed back from 
his pale face, and showed a want of care remarkable 
in a young man who was strikingly handsome, 
despite his doleful, desponding expression. The con- 
stant pressure of a crushing grief had drawn sorrow- 
ful lines in a countenance that a little animation 
would have rendered charming. All the elasticity 
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and hopefulness natural to his age seemed to have 
been lost in his useless struggles against an unhappy 
fate. Though his frame was lithe, vigorous, and 
admirably proportioned, all his movements were slow 
and apathetic, like those of an old man. His gestures 
were entirely devoid of animation, his whole expres- 
sion inert, and it was evidently a matter of perfect 
indifference to him where he might chance to find 
himself— at home, in his dismal chateau, or abroad 
in the desolate Landes. 

He had on an old gray felt hat, much too large 
for him, with a dingy, shabby feather, that drooped 
as if it felt heartily ashamed of itself, and the miser- 
able condition to which it was reduced. A broad 
collar of guipure lace, ragged in many places, was 
turned down over a jacket, which had been cut for a 
taller and much stouter man than the slender, young 
baron. The sleeves of his doublet were so long that 
they fell over his hands, which were small and 
shapely, and there were large iron spurs on the 
clumsy, old-fashioned riding boots he wore. These 
shabby, antiquated clothes had belonged to his 
father; they were made according to the fashion 
that prevailed during the preceding reign ; and the 
poor young nobleman, whose appearance in them was 
both ridiculous and touching, might have been taken 
for one of his own ancestors. Although he tenderly 
cherished his father’s memory, and tears often came 
into his eyes as he put on these garments that had 
seemed actually a part of him, yet it was not from 
choice that young de Sigognac availed himself of 
the paternal wardrobe. Unfortunately he had no 
other clothes, save those of his boyhood, long ago 
out-grown, and so he was thankful to have these, 
distasteful as they could not fail to be to him. The 
peasants, who had been accustomed to bold them in 
respect when worn by their old seignior, did not 
think it strange or absurd to see them on his youthful 
successor ; just as they did not seem to notice or be 
aware of the half-ruined condition of the chateau. It 
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had come so gradually that they were thorough!,, 
used to it, and took it as a matter of course. “ 

The baron sat down in silence at the table prepared 
for him, having recognized Pierre’s respectful salute 
by a kindly gesture. The old servant immediately 
busied himself in serving his master’s frugal supper- 
first pouring the hot soup — which was of that kind' 
popular among the poor peasantry of Gascony, called 
"garbure ” — upon some bread cut into small pieces 
in an earthen basin, which he set before the baron • 
.then, fetching from the cupboard a dish of bacon' 
cold, and cooked in Gascon fashion, he placed that 
also upon the table, and had nothing else to add to 
this meagre repast. The baron ate it slowly, with 
an absent air. whilst Miraut and Beelzebub, one on 
each side of him, received their full share from his 
kind hand. 

The supper finished, he fell into a deep reverie. 
Miraut had laid his head caressingly upon his 
master’s knee, and looked up into his face with 
loving, intelligent eyes, somewhat dimmed by age, 
but still seeming to understand bis thoughts and 
sympathize with his sadness. Beelzebub purred 
loudly meantime, and occasionally mewed plain- 
tively to attract his attention, whilst Pierre stood 
in a respectful attitude, cap in hand, at a little dis- 
tance, motionless as a statue, waiting patiently until 
his master’s wandering thoughts should return. 

At last the baron roused himself, and signed to 
Pierre that he wished to retire to his own chamber ; 
whereupon the servant lighted a pine knot at the 
fire, and preceded his master up the stairs, Miraut 
and Beelzebub accompanying them. The smoky, 
flaring light of the torch made the faded figures on 
the wall seem to waver and move as they passed 
through the hall and up the broad staircase, and 
gave a strange, weird expression to the family por- 
traits that looked down upon this little procession 
as it moved by below them. When they reached 
the tapestried chamber Pierre lighted a little copper 
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lamp, and then bade the baron good-night, followed 
by Miraut as he retraced his steps to the kitchen ; 
but Beelzebub, being a privileged character, re- 
mained, and curled himself up comfortably in one of 
the old arm-chairs, whilst his master threw himself 
listlessly into the other, in utter despair at the 
thought of his miserable loneliness, and aimless, 
hopeless life. If the chamber seemed dreary and 
forlorn by day, it was far more so by night. The 
faded figures in the tapestry had an uncanny look; 
especially one, a hunter, who might have passed for. 
an assassin, just taking aim at his victim. The 
smile on his startlingly red lips, in reality only a 
self-satisfied smirk, was fairly devilish in that light, 
and his ghastly face horribly life-like. The lamp 
burned dimly in the damp, heavy air, the wind 
sighed and moaned along the corridors, and strange, 
frightful sounds came from the deserted chambers 
close at hand. The storm that had long been 
threatening had come at last, and large, heavy rain- 
drops were driven violently against the window- 
panes by gusts of wind that made them rattle loudly 
in their leaden frames. Sometimes it seemed as if 
the whole sash would give way before the fiercer 
blasts, as though a giant had set his knee against 
it, and was striving to force an entrance. Now and 
again, when the wind lulled for a moment whilst it 
gathered strength for a fresh assault, the horrid 
shriek of an owl would be heard above the dashing 
of the rain that was falling in torrents. 

Tim master of this dismal mansion paid little 
attention to this lugubrious symphony, but Beelze- 
bub was very uneasy, starting up at every sound, 
and peering into the shadowy corners of the room, 
as if he could see there something invisible to human 
eyes. The baron took up a little book that was 
lying upon the table, glanced at the familiar arms 
stamped upon its tarnished cover, and opening it 
began to read in a listless, absent way. His eyes 
followed the smooth rhythm of Ronsard’s ardent 
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love-songs and stately sonnets, but his thoughts 
were wandering far afield. oughts 

l'he poor young baron, only surviving represent 
tive of an ancient and noble house, had much indeed 
to make him melancholy and despondent. h; s an 
cestors had worked their own ruin, and that of their 
descendants, in various ways; some by gambling 
some in the army, some by undue prodigality ni 
living — in order that they might shine at court— so 
that each generation had left the estate more and 
more diminished. The fiefs, the farms, the land-sur- 
rounding the chateau itself, all had been sold, one 
after the other, and the last baron, after desperate 
efforts -to retrieve the fallen fortunes of the family 

efforts which came too late, for it is useless to try 
to stop the leaks after the vessel has gone down — 
had left his son nothing but this half-ruined ch&teau 
and the few acres of barren land immediately around 
it. The unfortunate child had been born and brought 
up in poverty. His mother had died young, broken- 
hearted at the wretched prospects of her only son ; 
so that he could not even remember her sweet 


caresses and tender, loving care. His father had 
been very stern with him ; punishing him severely 
for the most trivial offences ; yet he would have been 
glad now even of his sharp rebukes, so terribly 
lonely had he been for the last four years ; ever 
since his father was laid in the family vault. His 
youthful pride would not allow him to associate with 
the noblesse of the province without the accessories 
suitable to his rank, though he would have been re- 
ceived with open arms by them, so his solitude was 
never invaded. Those who knew his circumstances 


respected as well as pitied the poor, proud young 
baron, whilst many of the former friends of the 
family believed that it was extinct; which indeed it 
inevitably would be, with this its only remaining 
scion, if things went on much longer as they had 
been going for many years past. 

The baron had not yet removed a single garment 
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when his attention was attracted by the strange 
uneasiness of Beelzebub, who finally jumped down 
from his arm-chair, went straight to one of the 
windows, and raising himself on his hind legs put 
his fore-paws on the casing and stared out into the 
thick darkness, where it was impossible to distin- 
guish anything but the driving rain. A loud howl 
from Miraut at the same moment proclaimed that 
he too was aroused, and that something very un- 
usual must be going on in the vicinity of the chateau, 
ordinarily as quiet as the grave. Miraut kept up 
persistently a furious barking, and the baron gave 
up all idea of going to bed. He hastily readjusted 
his dress, so that he might be in readiness for what- 
ever should happen, and feeling a little excited at 
this novel commotion, 

“What can be the matter with poor old Miraut? 
He usually sleeps from sunset to sunrise without 
making a sound, save his snores. Can it be that a 
wolf is prowling about the place? ” said the young 
man to himself, as he buckled the belt of his sword 
round his slender waist. A formidable weapon it 
was, that sword, with long blade and heavy iron 
scabbard. 

At that moment three loud knocks upon the great 
outer door resounded through the house. Who 
could possibly have strayed here at this hour, so far 
from the travelled roads, and in this tempest that 
was making night horrible without? No such 
thing had occurred within the baron’s recollection. 
What could it portend? 



CHAPTER II 


THE CHARIOT OF THESPIS 

The Baron de Sigognac went down the broad 
staircase without a moment’s delay to answer this 
mysterious summons, protecting with his hand the 
feeble flame of the small lamp he carried from the 
many draughts that threatened to blow it out. The 
light, shining through his slender fingers, gave 
them a rosy tinge, so that he merited the epithet 
applied by Homer, the immortal bard, to the laugh- 
ing, beautiful Aurora, even though he advanced 
through the thick darkness with his usual melan- 
choly mien, and followed by a black cat, instead of 
preceding the glorious god of day. 

Setting down his lamp in a sheltered corner, he 
proceeded to take down the massive bar that secured 
the door, cautiously opened the practicable leaf, and 
found himself face to face with a man, upon whom 
the light of the lamp shone sufficiently to show 
rather a grotesque figure, standing uncovered in 
the pelting rain. His head was bald and shining, 
with a few locks of gray hair clustering about the 
temples. A jolly red nose, bulbous in form, a small 
pair of twinkling, roguish eyes, looking out from 
under bushy, jet-black eyebrows, flabby cheeks, mer 
which was spread a net-work of purplish fibres, full, 
sensual lips, and a scanty, straggling beard, that 
scarcely covered the short, round chin, made up a 
physiognomy worthy to serve as the model for a 
Silenus ; for it was plainly that of a wine-bibber and 
bon vivanl. Yet a certain expression of good 
humour and kindness, almost of gentleness, re- 

15 
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deemed what would otherwise have been a repulsive 
face. The comical little wrinkles gathering' about 
the eyes, and the merry upward turn of the corners 
of the mouth, showed a disposition to smile as he 
met the inquiring gaze of the young baron, but he 
only bowed repeatedly and profoundly, with exag- 
gerated politeness and respect. 

This extraordinary pantomime finished, with a 
grand flourish, the burlesque personage, still stand- 
ing uncovered in the pouring rain, anticipated the 
question upon de Sigognac’s lips, and began at once 
the following address, in an emphatic and declama- 
tory tone : 

“1 pray you deign to excuse, noble seignior, my 
having come thus to knock at the gates of your 
castle in person at this untimely hour, without send- 
ing a page or a courier in advance, to announce my 
approach in a suitable manner. Necessity knows 
no law, and forces the most polished personages 
to be guilty of gross breaches of etiquette at times.” 

“What is it you want?” interrupted the baron, 
in rather a peremptory tone, annoyed by the absurd 
address of this strange old creature, whose sanity 
he began to doubt. 

“Hospitality, most noble seignior; hospitality for 
myself and my comrades — princes and princesses, 
heroes and beauties, men of letters and great cap- 
tains, pretty waiting-maids and honest valets, who 
travel through the provinces from town to town in 
the chariot of Thespis, drawn by oxen, as in the 
ancient times. This chariot is now hopelessly stuck 
in the mud only a stone’s throw from your castle, 
my noble lord.” 

If 1 understand aright what you say,” answered 
the baron, ‘you are a strolling band of players, and 
have lost your way. Though my house is sadly 
dilapidated, and I cannot offer. you more than mere 
shelter, you are heartily welcome to that, and will be 
better off within here than exposed to the fury of 
this wild storm.” 
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1 he pedant — for such seemed to be his character 
in the troupe — bowed his acknowledgments. 

During this colloquy, Pierre, awakened by 
Miraut’s loud barking, had risen and joined his 
master at the door. As soon as he was informed 
of what had occurred, he lighted a lantern, and with 
the baron set forth, under the guidance of the droll 
old actor, to find and rescue the chariot in distress. 
When they reached it Leander and Matamore were 
tugging vainly at the wheels, whilst his majesty, 
the king, pricked up the weary oxen with the point 
of his dagger. The actresses, wrapped in their 
cloaks and seated in the rude chariot, were in 
despair, and much frightened as well — wet and 
weary too, poor things ! This most welcome rein- 
forcement inspired all with fresh courage, .and, 
guided by Pierre’s suggestions, they soon succeeded 
in getting the unwieldy vehicle out of the quagmire 
and into the road leading to the chateau, which was 
speedily reached, and the huge equipage safely 
piloted through the grand portico into the interior 
court. The oxen were at once taken from before 
it and led into the stable, whilst the actresses fol- 
lowed de Sigognac up to the ancient banqueting 
hall, which was the most habitable room in the 
chateau. Pierre brought some wood, and soon had 
a bright fire blazing cheerily in the great fireplace. 
It was needed, although but the beginning of Sep- 
tember and the weather still warm, to dry the drip- 
ping garments of the company; and besides, the 
air was so damp and chilly in this long-disused 
apartment that the genial warmth and glow of the 
fire were welcome to all. 

Although the strolling comedians were accustomed 
to 'find themselves in all sorts of odd, strange lodg- 
ings in the course of their wanderings, they now 
looked with astonishment at their extraordinary 
surroundings; being careful, however, like well-bred 
people, not to manifest too plainly the surprise they 
could not help feeling, 
c 
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“ I regret very much that I cannot offer you a 
supper,” said their young host, when all had 
assembled round the lire, “ but my larder is so bare 
that a mouse could not find enough for a meal in it. 

1 live quite alone in this house with my faithful old 
Pierre; never visited by anybody; and you can 
plainly perceive, without my telling you, that plenty 
does not abound here.” 

“Never mind that, noble seignior,” answered 
Blazius, the pedant, “for though on the stage we 
may sit down to mock repasts — pasteboard fowls 
and wooden bottles — we are careful to provide our- 
selves with more substantial and savoury viands in 
real life. As quartermaster of the troupe I always 
have in reserve a Bayonne ham, a game pasty, or 
something of that sort, with at least a dozen bottles 
of good old Bordeaux.” 

“Bravo, sir pedant,” cried Leander, “do you go 
forthwith and fetch in the provisions; and if his 
lordship will permit, and deign to join us, we will 
have our little feast here. The ladies will set the 
table for us meanwhile I am sure.” 

The baron graciously nodded his assent, being in 
truth so amazed at the whole proceeding that he 
could not easily have found words just then; and 
he followed with wondering and admiring eyes the 
graceful movements of Serafina and Isabelle, who, 
quitting their seats by the fire, proceeded to arrange 
upon the worn but snow-white cloth that Pierre had 
spread, on the .ancient dining-table, the plates and 
other necessary articles that the old servant brought 
forth from the recesses of the carved buffets. The 
pedant quickly came back, carrying a large basket 
in each hand, and with a triumphant air placed a 
huge pasty of most tempting appearance in the 
middle of the table. To this he added a large 
smoked tongue, some slices of rosy Bayonne ham,- 
and six bottles of wine. •’ 

Beelzebub watched these interesting preparations 
from a distance with eager eyes, but was too much 



The Chariot of Thespis 19 

afraid of all these strangers to approach and claim 
a share of the good things on the table. The poor 
beast was so accustomed to solitude and quiet, never 
seeing any one beyond his beloved master and 
Pierre, that he was horribly frightened at the sudden 
irruption of these noisy newcomers. 

Finding the feeble light of the baron’s small lamp 
rather dim, Matamore had gone out to the chariot 
and brought back two showy candelabra, which 
ordinarily did duty on the stage. They each held 
several candles, which,' in addition to the warm 
radiance from the blazing fire, made quite a brilliant 
illumination in this room, so lately dark, cheerless, 
and deserted. It had become warm and comfortable 
by this time ; its family portraits and tarnished 
splendour looked their best in the bright, soft light, 
which had chased away the dark shadows and given 
a new beauty to everything it fell upon; the whole 
place was metamorphosed ; a festive air prevailed, 
and the ancient banqueting hall once more resounded 
with cheery voices and gay laughter. 

The poor young baron, to whom all this had been 
intensely disagreeable at first, became aware of a 
strange feeling of comfort and pleasure stealing over 
him, to which, after a short struggle, he finally 
yielded himself entirely. Isabelle, Serafina, even the 
pretty soubrette, seemed to him, unaccustomed as 
he was to feminine beauty and grace, like goddesses 
come down from Mount Olympus, rather than mere 
- ordinary mortals. They were all verj' pretty, and 
well fitted to turn heads far more experienced than 
his. The whole thing was like a delightful dream 
to him ; he almost doubted the evidence of his own 
senses, and every few minutes found himself dread- 
ing the awakening, and the vanishing of the entranc- 
ing vision. 

When all was read}' de Sigognac led Isabelle and 
Serafina to the table, placing one on each side of 
him, with the pretty soubrette opposite. Madame 
L<fonarde, the duenna of the troupe, sat beside the 


c 2 
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pedant, Lcandcr, Matamore, his majesty the tyrant, 
and Scapin finding' places for themselves. file 
youthful host was now able to study the fares of 
his guests at his ease, as they sal round the table 
in the full light of the randies burning upon it 
in the two theatrical candelabra, lie turned his 
attention to the ladies first, and it perhaps will not 
lie out of place to give a little sketch of them 
here, while the pedant attacks the gigantic game 
pasty. 

Scrnfina, the "leading lady" of the troupe, was 
a handsome young woman of four or five and 
twenty, who had quite a grand air, and was ns digni- 
fied and graceful withal as any veritable noble dame 
who shone at the court of his most gracious majesty, 
Louis XIII. She had an oval face, slightly aquiline 
nose, large gray eyes, bright red lips— the under 
one full and pouting, like a ripe cherry- — a very fair 
complexion, with a beautiful colour in her checks 
when she was animated or excited, and rich masses 
of dark brown hair most becomingly arranged. She 
wore a round felt hat, with the wide rim turned up 
at one side, and trimmed with long, floating plumes. 
A broad lace collar was turned down over licr dark- 
green velvet dress, which was elaborately braided, 
and fitted closely to a fine, well-developed figure. A 
long, black silk scarf was worn negligently around 
her shapely shoulders, and although both velvet and 
silk were old and dingy, and the feathers in her hat 
wet and limp, they were still very effective, and she 
looked like a young queen who' had strayed away 
from her realm ; the freshness and radiant beauty 
of her face more than made up for the shabbincss 
of her dress, and de Sigognac was fairly dazzled 
by her many charms. 

Isabelle was much more youthful than Scrafma, 
as was requisite for her role of ingenuous young 
girl, and far more simply dressed. She had a 
sweet, almost childlike face, beautiful, silky, chest- 
nut hair, with golden lights in it, dark, sweeping 
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lashes veiling her large soft eyes, a little rosebud 
of a mouth, and an air of modesty and purity that 
was evidently natural to her — not assumed. A gray 
silk gown, simply ma'de, showed to advantage her 
slender, graceful form, which seemed far too fragile 
to endure the hardships inseparable from the 
wandering life she was leading. A high Eliza- 
bethan ruff made a most becoming frame for her 
sweet, delicately tinted, young face, and her only 
ornament was a string of pearl beads, clasped round 
her slender, white neck. Thoug'h her beauty was 
less striking at first sight than Serafina’s, it was of 
a higher order : not dazzling like hers, but sur- 
passingly lovely in its exquisite purity and freshness, 
and promising to eclipse the other’s more showy 
charms, when the half-opened bud should have 
expanded into the full-blown flower. 

The soubrette was like a beautiful Gypsy, with a 
clear, dark complexion, rich, mantling colour in her 
velvety cheeks, intensely black hair — long, thick, 
and wavy — great, flashing, brown eyes, and rather 
a large mouth, with ripe, red lips, and dazzling white 
teeth — one’s very beau-ideal of a bewitching, in- 
triguing waiting-maid, and one that might be a 
dangerous rival to any but a surpassingly lovely and 
fascinating mistress. She was one of those beauties 
that women are not apt to admire, but men rave 
about and run after the world over. She wore a 
fantastic costume of blue and yellow, which was 
odd, piquant, and becoming, and seemed fully con- 
scious of her own charms. 

Madame L4onarde, the “noble mother” of the 
troupe, dressed all in black, like a Spanish duenna, 
was portly of figure, with a heavy, very pale face, 
double chin, and intensely black eyes, that had a 
crafty, slightly malicious expression. She had been 
upon the stage from her early childhood, passing 
through all the different phases, and was an actress 
of decided talent, often still winning enthusiastic 
applause at the expense of younger and more attrac- 
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tive women, who were inclined to think her some- 
thing of an old sorceress. 

So much for the feminine element. The principal 
roles were all represented ; anti if occasionally a rein- 
forcement was required, they could almost always 
pick up some provincial actress, or even an amateur, 
at a pinch. The actors were five in number : The 
pedant, already described, who rejoiced in the name 
of Blazius ; Leander; Hdrode, the tragic tyrant; 
Matamore, the bully ; and Scapin, the intriguing 
valet. 

Leander, the romantic, irresistible, young lover — 
darling of the ladies — was a tall, fine-looking fellow 
of about thirty, though apparently much more youth- 
ful, thanks to the assiduous care he bestowed on his 
handsome person. His slightly curly, black hair 
was worn long, so that he might often have occa- 
sion to push it back from his forehead, with a hand 
as white and delicate as a woman’s, upon one of 
whose taper fingers sparkled an enormous diamond 
— a great deal too big to be real. He was rather 
fancifully dressed, and always falling into such 
graceful, languishing attitudes as he thought would 
be admired by the fair sex, whose devoted slave 
he was. This Adonis never for one moment laid 
aside his r61e. He punctuated his sentences with 
sighs, even when speaking of the most indifferent 
matters, and assumed all sorts of preposterous airs 
and graces, to the secret amusement of his compan- 
ions. But he had great success among the ladies, 
who all flattered him and declared he was charm- 
ing, until they had turned his head completely; and 
it was his firm belief that he was irresistibly 
fascinating. 

The tyrant was the most good-natured, easy-'' 
going creature imaginable; but, strangely enough, 
gifted by nature with all the external signs of 
ferocity. With his tall, burly frame, very dark skin, 
immensely thick, _ shaggy eyebrows, black as jet, 
crinkly, bushy hair of the same hue, and long beard, 
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that grew far up on his cheeks, he was a very 
formidable, fierce-looking fellow; and, when he 
spoke his loud, deep voice made everything ring 
again. He affected great dignity, and filled his rdlc 
to perfection. 

Matamore was as different as possible, painfully 
thin — scarcely more than mere skin and bones — a 
living skeleton, with a large hooked nose, set in a 
tong, narrow face, a huge moustache turned up at 
the ends, and flashing, black eyes. His excessively 
tall, lank figure was so emaciated that it was' like a 
caricature of a man. The swaggering air suitable 
to his part had become habitual with him, and he 
walked always with immense strides, head well 
thrown back, and hand on the pommel of the huge 
sword he was never seen without. 

As to Scapin, he looked more like a fox than any- 
thing else, and had a most villainous countenance; 
yet he was a good enough fellow in reality. 

The beginning of the repast was very silent, until 
the most urgent demands of hunger had been satis- 
fied. Poor de Sigognac, who had never perhaps 
at any one time had as much to eat as he wanted 
since he was weaned, attacked the tempting viands 
with an appetite and ardour quite new to him ; and 
that too despite his great desire to appear interest- 
ing and romantic in the eyes of the beautiful young 
women between whom he was seated. The pedant, 
very much amused at the boyish eagerness and 
enjoyment of his youthful host, quietl}' heaped choice 
bits upon his plate, and watched their rapid disap- 
pearance with beaming satisfaction. Beelzebub had 
at last plucked up courage and crept softly under 
the table to his master, making his presence known 
by a quick tapping with his forepaws upon . the 
baron’s knees; his claims were at once recognized, 
and he feasted to his heart’s content on the savoury 
morsels quietly thrown down to him. Poor' old 
Miraut, who had followed Pierre into the room, was 
not neglected either, and had his full share of the 
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good things that found their way to his master s 
plate. 

By this time there was a good deal of laughing 
and talking round the festive board. The baron, 
though very timid, and much embarrassed, had 
ventured to enter into conversation with his fair 
neighbours. The pedant and the tyrant were loudly 
discussing the respective merits of tragedy and 
comedy. Leander, like Narcissus of old, was com- 
placently admiring his own charms as reflected^ in 
a little pocket mirror he always had about him. 
Strange to say he was not a suitor of either Sera- 
fina’s or Isabelle’s; fortunately for them he aimed 
higher, and was always hoping that some grand 
lady, who saw him on the stage, would fall violently 
in love with him, and shower all sorts of favours 
upon him. He was in the habit of boasting that 
he had had many delightful adventures of the kind, 
which Scapin persistently denied, declaring that to 
his certain knowledge they had never taken place, 
save in the aspiring lover’s own vivid imagination. 
The exasperating valet, malicious as a monkey, took 
the greatest delight in tormenting poor Leander, and 
never lost an opportunity; so now, seeing him 
absorbed in self-admiration, he immediately attacked 
him, and soon had made him furious. The quarrel 
grew loud and violent, and Leander was heard 
declaring that he could produce a large chest 
crammed full of love letters, written to him by 
various high and titled ladies ; whereupon everybody 
laughed uproariously, whilst Serafina said to de 
Sigognac that she for one did not admire their 
taste, and Isabelle silently looked her disgust. The 
baron meantime was more and more charmed with 
this sweet, dainty young girl, and though he was 
too shy to address any high-flown compliments to 
her, according to the fashion of the day, his eyes 
spoke eloquently for him. She was not at all dis- 
pleased at his ardent glances, and smiled radiantly 
and encouragingly upon him, thereby unconsciously 
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making poor' * Matamore, who was secretly 
enamoured of her, desperately unhappy, though he 
well knew that his passion was an utterly hopeless 
one. A more skilful and audacious lover would 
have pushed his advantage, but our poor young 
hero had not learned courtly manners nor assurance 
in his isolated chateau, and, though he lacked neither 
wit nor learning, it must be confessed that at this 
moment he did appear lamentably stupid. 

All the bottles having been scrupulously emptied, 
the pedant turned the last one of the half dozen 
upside down, so that every drop might run out; 
which significant action was noted and understood 
by Matamore, who lost no time in bringing in a fresh 
supply from the chariot. The baron began to feel 
the wine a little in his head, being entirely unaccus- 
tomed to it, yet he could not resist drinking once 
again to the health of the ladies. The pedant and 
the tyrant drank like old topers, who can absorb 
any amount of liquor — be it wine, or. something 
stronger — without becoming actually, intoxicated. 
Matamore was very abstemious, both in eating and 
drinking, and could have lived like the impoverished 
Spanish hidalgo, who dines on three olives and sups 
on an air upon his mandoline. There was a reason 
for his extreme frugality; he feared that if he ate 
and drank like other people he . might lose his 
phenomenal thinness, which was of inestimable value 
to him in a professional point of view. . If he should 
be so unfortunate as to gain flesh, his attractions 
would diminish in an inverse ratio, so he starve 
himself almost to death, and was constantly seen 
anxiously examining the buckle of his belt, to ma ve 
sure that he had not increased in girth since his 
last meal. Voluntary Tantalus, he scarcely allowed 
himself enough to keep life m his attenuated 
frame, and if he had but fasted as carefully from 
motives of piety he would have been a full-fled B ed 

‘ The portly duenna disposed of solids and fluids 
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pcrscveringly, ;thd in formidable quantities, seeming 
to have an unlimited capacity; but Isabelle and 
Serafina had finished their supper long ago, and 
were yawning wearily behind their pretty, outspread 
hands, having no fans within reach to conceal these 
pronounced symptoms of sleepiness. 

The baron, becoming aware of this state of 
things, said to them, “ Mesdemoiselles, I perceive 
that you are very weary, and I wish with all my 
heart that I could offer you each a luxurious bed- 
chamber; but my house, like my family, has fallen 
into decay, and •] can only give to you and Madame 
my own room. Fortunately the bed is very large, 
and you must make yourselves as comfortable as you 
can — for a single night you will not mind. As to 
the gentlemen, I must ask them to remain here with 
me, and try to sleep in the arm-chairs before the 
fire. I pray you, ladies, do not allow yourselves 
to be startled by the waving of the tapestry — which 
is only due to the strong draughts about the room 
on a stormy night like this — the moaning of the 
wind in the chimney, or the wild skurrying and 
squeaking of the mice behind the wainscot. I can 
guarantee that no ghosts will disturb you here, 
though this place does look dreary and dismal 
enough to be haunted.” 

“ I nm not a bit of a coward,” answered Serafina 
laughingly, “and will do my best to reassure this 
timid little Isabelle. As to our duenna, she is some- 
thing of a sorceress herself, and if the devil in person 
should make his appearance he would meet his 
match in her.” 

The baron then took a light in his hand and 
showed the three ladies the way into the bed- 
chamber , which certainly did strike them rather 
unpleasantly at first sight, and looked very eerie 
in the dim, flickering light of the one small 
lamp. 

“What a capital scene it would make for the fifth 
act of a tragedy,” said Serafina, as she looked curb 



The Chariot of Thespis 27 

ously about her, whilst poor little Isabelle shivered 
with cold and terror. They all crept into bed with- 
out undressing, Isabelle begging to lie between 
Serafina and Madame Ldonarde, for she felt nervous 
and frightened. The other two fell asleep at once, 
but the timid young girl lay long awake, gazing 
with wide-open, straining eyes at the door that led 
into the shut-up apartments beyond, as if she 
dreaded its opening to admit some unknown horror. 
But it remained fast shut, and though all sorts of 
mysterious noises made her poor little heart flutter 
painfully, her eyelids closed at last, and she forgot 
her weariness and her fears in profound slumber.. 

In the other room the pedant slept soundly, with 
his head on the table, and the tyrant opposite to him 
snored like a giant. Matamore had rolled himself 
up in a cloak and made himself as comfortable as 
possible under the circumstances in a large arm- 
chair, with his long, thin legs extended at full length, 
and his feet on the fender. Leander slept sitting 
bolt upright, so as not to disarrange his carefully 
brushed hair, and de Sigognac, who had taken po/ 
session of a vacant arm-chair, was too .much agitates 
and excited by the events of the evening to be able 
to close his eyes. The coming of . two beautiful 
young women thus suddenly into his life which had 
been hitherto so isolated, sad and dreary, entire y 
devoid of all the usual pursuits and pleasures o 
youth— could not fail to rouse him from his habitual 
apathy, and set his pulses beating after a new 
fashion. Incredible as it may seem, yet it was quite 
true that our young hero had never had a single love 
affair. He was too proud, as we have already said, 
to take his rightful place among his equals, without 
any of the appurtenances suitable to his rank, and 
also too proud to associate familiarly with the sur- 
rounding peasantry, who accorded him as much 
respect in his poverty as they ha me o Ins 

ancestors in their prosperity. He f 10 near 

relatives to come to his assistance, and so lived on. 
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neglected and forgotten, in his crumbling chStcau, 
with nothing to look forward to or hope for. In 
the course of his solitary wanderings he had several 
times chanced to encounter the young and beautiful 
Yolande de Foix, following the hounds on her snow- 
white palfrey, in company with her father and a 
number of the young noblemen of the neighbour- 
hood. This dazzling vision of beauty often haunted 
his dreams, but what possible relations could there 
ever be hoped for between the rich, courted heiress, 
whose suitors were legion, and his own poverty- 
stricken self? Far from seeking to attract her at- 
tention, he always got out of her sight as quickly as 
possible, lest his ill-fitting, shabby garments and 
miserable old pony should excite a laugh at his 
expense; for he was very sensitive, this poor young 
nobleman, and could not have borne the least ap- 
poach to ridicule from the fair object of his secret 
and passionate admiration. He had tried his utmost 
to stifle the ardent emotions that filled his heart 
whenever his thoughts strayed to the beautiful 
Yolande, realizing how far above his reach she was, 
and-he believed that he had succeeded; though there 
were times even yet when it all rushed back upon 
him with overwhelming force, like a huge tidal wave 
that sweeps everything before it. 

The night passed quietly at the ch&teau, without 
other incident than the fright of poor Isabelle, when 
Beelzebub, who had climbed up on the bed, as was 
his frequent custom, established himself comfortably 
upon her bosom ; finding it a deliciously soft, warm 
resting-place, and obstinately resisting her frantic 
efForts to drive him away. 

, At last the gray light of the dawn came creeping 
in through the lattice windows, speedily followed by 
the first bright rays from the rising sun. The storm 
was over, and the glorious god of day rose trium- 
phant in a perfectly clear sky. It was a strange 
group that he peeped in upon, where the old family 
portraits seemed looking down with haughty con- 
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tempt upon the slumbering invaders of their dignified 
solitude. The soubrette was the first to awake, 
starting up as a warm sunbeam shone caressingly 
full upon her face. She sprang to her feet, shook 
out her skirts, as a bird does its plumage, passed 
the. palms of her hands lightly over her glossy bands 
of jet-black hair, and then seeing that the baron was 
quietly observing her, with eyes that showed no 
trace of drowsiness, she smiled radiantly upon him 
2s she made a low and most graceful curtsey. 

“I am very sorry," said de Sigognac, as he rose 
to acknowledge her salute, “that the ruinous con- 
dition of this ch&teau, which verily seems better 
fitted to receive phantoms than real living guests, 
would not permit me to offer you more comfortable 
accommodations. If I had been able to follow my 
inclinations, I should have lodged you in a luxurious 
chamber, where you could have reposed between fine 
linen sheets, under silken curtains, instead of resting 
uneasily in that worm-eaten old chair.” 

“Do not be sorry about anything, my lord, ‘I praj 
J'ou,” answered the soubrette with another brillianl 
smile; “but for your kindness we should have been 
in far worse plight; forced to pass the night in the 
poor'old chariot, stuck fast in the mud; exposed tc 
the cutting wind and pelting rain. We should as- 
suredly have found ourselves in wretched case this 
morning. Besides, this chateau which you speak of 
so disparagingly is magnificence itself in comparison 
with the miserable barns, open to the weather, in 
which we have sometimes been forced to spend the 
night, trying to sleep as best we might on bundles 
of straw, and making light of our misery to keep 
our courage up.” 

Whilst the baron and the actress were exchang- 
ing civilities the pedant’s chair, unable to support 
his weight any longer, suddenly gave way under 
him, and he fell to the floor with a tremendous crash, 
which startled the whole company. In his fall he 
had mechanically seized hold of the table-cloth, and 



30 Captain Fracasse 

so brought nearly all the things upon it clattering 
down with him. He lay sprawling like a huge turtle 
in the midst of them until the tyrant, after rubbing 
his eyes and stretching his burly limbs, came to the 
rescue, and held out a helping hand, by aid of which 
the old actor managed with some difficulty to 
scramble to his feet. 

“ Such an accident as that could never happen to 
Matamore,” said Herode, with his resounding laugh ; 
“he might fall into a spider’s web without breaking 
through it.” 

“That’s true,” retorted the shadow of a man, in 
his turn stretching his long attenuated limbs and 
yawning tremendously, “but then, you know, not 
everybody has the advantage of being a second 
Polyphemus, a mountain of flesh and bones, like 
you, or a big wine-barrel, like our friend Blazius 
there.” 

All this commotion had aroused Isabelle, Serafina 
and the duenna, who presently made their appear- 
ance. The two younger women, though a little pale 
and weary, yet looked very charming in the bright 
morning light. In de Sigognac’s eyes they appeared 
radiant, in spite of the shabbiness of their finery, 
which was far more apparent now than on the pre- 
ceding evening. But what signify faded ribbons and 
dingy gowns when the wearers are fresh, young and 
beautiful? Besides, the baron’s eyes were so accus- 
tomed to dinginess that they were not capable of 
detecting such slight defects in the toilets of his fair 
guests, and he gazed with delight upon these be- 
witching creatures, enraptured with their grace and 
beauty. As to the duenna, she was both old and 
ugly, ar| d had long ago accepted the inevitable with 
commendable resignation. 

As the ladies entered by one door, Pierre came in 
by the other, bringing more wood for the fire, and 
then proceeding to make the disordered room as tidy 
as he could. All the company now gathered round 
the cheerful blaze that was roaring up the chimney 
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and sending out a warm glow that was an irresistible 
attraction in the chill of the early morning. Isabelle 
knelt down and stretched out the rosy palms of her 
pretty little hands as near to the flames as she dared, 
whilst Serafina stood behind and laid her hands 
caressingly on her shoulders, like an elder sister 
taking tender care of a younger one. Matamore 
stood on one leg like a huge heron, leaning against 
the corner of the carved chimney-piece, and seemed 
inclined to fall asleep again, whilst the pedant was 
vainly searching for a swallow of wine among the 
empty bottles. 


The baron meantime had held a hurried private 
consultation with Pierre as to the possibility of 
procuring a few eggs, or a fowl or two, at the 
nearest hamlet, so that he might give the travellers 
something to eat before their departure, and he bade 
the old servant be quick about it, for the chariot 
was to make an early start, as they had a long day’s 
journey before them. 

“ I cannot let you go away fasting, though you 
will have rather a scanty breakfast, I fear,” he said 
to his guests, “but it is better to have a poor one 
than none at all ; and there is not an inn within 
six leagues of this where you could be sure of 
getting anything to eat. I will not make further 
apologies, for the condition of everything in this 
house shows you plainly enough that I am not rich ; 
but as my poverty is mainly owing to the great 
expenditures made by' my honoured ancestors in 
many wars for the defence of king and country, I 


do not need to be ashamed of it.” 

“No indeed, my lord,” answered Hdrode in his 
deep, bass voice, “and many there be in these 
degenerate days who hold their heads very high 
because of their riches, who would not like to 
have to confess how they came in possession of 


them,” 

“What astonishes me,” interrupted Blazius, “is 
that such an accomplished young gentleman as your 



34 Captain Fracasse 

some slight modifications, would suit us nicely, and 
has a really charming part for me.” 

With her last words, accompanied though they 
were with a smile, she gave the baron such a sweet, 
wistful look that he could no longer resist ; but the 
appearance of Pierre at this moment with a large 
omelette created a diversion, and interrupted this 
interesting conversation. They all immediately 
gathered round the table, and attacked the really 
good breakfast, which the old servant had somehow 
managed to put before them, with great zest. As 
to de Sigognac, he kept them company merely out 
of politeness, and trifled with what was on his plate 
whilst the others were eating, having partaken too 
heartily of the supper the night before to be hungry 
now, and, besides, being so much preoccupied with 
weightier matters that he was not able to pay much 
attention to this. 

After the meal was finished, and while the chariot 
was being made ready for a start, Isabelle and 
Serafina expressed a desire to go into the garden, 
which they looked down upon from the court. 

“ I am afraid,” said de Sigognac, as he aided 
them to descend the unsteady, slippery stone steps, 
“that the briers will make sad work with your 
dresses, for thorns abound in my neglected garden, 
though roses do not." 

The young baron said this "in the sad, ironical 
tone he usually adopted when alluding to his 
poverty ; but a moment after they suddenly came 
upon two exquisite little wild roses, blooming 
directly in their path. With an exclamation of sur- 
prise de Sigognac gathered them, and as he offered 
one to each lady, said, with a smile, “I did not 
know there was anything of this sort here, having 
never found aught but rank weeds and brambles 
before- it is your gracious presence that has brought 

orth these two blossoms in the midst of ruin and 
desolation.” 

Isabelle put her little rose carefully in the bosom 
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of her dress, giving: him her thanks mutely by an 
eloquent glance, which spoke more perhaps than she 
knew, and brought a flush of pleasure to his cheeks. 
They walked on to the statue in its rocky niche 
at the end of the garden, de Sigognac carefully 
bending back the branches that obstructed the way. 
The young girl looked round with a sort of tender 
interest at this overgrown, neglected spot, so 
thoroughly in keeping with the ruined chdteau that 
frowned down upon them, and thought pityingly of 
■the long, dreary hours that the poor baron must 
have spent here in solitude and despair. Serafina’s 
face only expressed a cold disdain, but slightly 
masked by politeness. To her mind the ruinous 
condition of things was anything but interesting, 
and though she dearly loved a title she had still 
greater respect for wealth and magnificence. 

“My domain ends here,” said the baron, as they 
reached the grotto of the statue, “ though formerly 
all the surrounding country, as far as the eye can 
reach from the top of that high tower yonder, be- 
longed to my ancestors. But barely enough remains 
now to afford me a shelter until the day comes when 
the last of the de Sigognacs shall be laid to rest 
amid his forefathers in the family vault, thencefor- 
ward their sole possession.” 

“Do you know you are very much out of spirits 
this morning?” said Isabelle in reply, touched by 
the expression of this sad thought that had occurred 
to her also, and assuming a bright, playful air, in 
the hope that it might help to chase away the heavy 
shadow that lay upon her young host’s brow. 

“ Fortune is blind, they say, but nevertheless she 
does sometimes shower her good gifts upon the 
worthy and the brave; the only thing is that they 
must put themselves in her way. Come, decide to 
go with us, and perhaps in a few years the Chateau 
de Sigognac, restored to its ancient splendour, may 
loom up as proudly as of old; think of that, my 
lord, and take courage to quit it for a time. And 
o 2 
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besides,” she added in a lower tone that only de 
Sigognac could hear, “ I cannot bear to go away 
and leave you here alone in this dreary place.” 

The soft light that shone in Isabelle’s beautiful 
eyes as she murmured these persuasive words was 
irresistible to the man who already loved her madly ; 
and the idea of following his divinity in a humble 
disguise, as many a noble knight had done of old, 
reconciled him to what would otherwise have 
seemed too incongruous and humiliating. It could 
not be considered derogatory to any gentleman to 
accompany his lady-love, be she what she might, 
actress or princess, and to attach himself, for love 
of her bright eyes, to even a band of strolling 
players. What wonder then that our youthful baron 
thought that nothing could be too difficult or repul- 
sive in the service of the lovely being at his side ! 
So lie decided at once not to let her leave him 
behind, and begging the comedians to wait a few 
moments while he made his hurried preparations, 
drew Pierre aside and told him in few words of his 
new project. The faithful old servant, -although 
nearly heart-broken at the thought of parting with 
his beloved master, fully realized how greatly it 
would be to his advantage to quit the dreary life 
that was blighting his youth, and go out into the 
world ; and whilst he felt keenly the incongruity of 
such fellow travellers for a de Sigognac, yet wisely 
thought that it was better for him to go thus than 
not at all. He quickly filled an old valise with the 
few articles of clothing that formed the baron’s 
scanty wardrobe, and put into a leathern purse the 
little money he still possessed; secretly adding 
thereto his own small hoard, which he could safely 
do without fear of detection, as he had the care of 
the family finances, as well as everything else about 
the establishment. The old white pony was brought 
out and saddled, for de Sigognac did not wish to 
get into the chariot until they had gone some 
distance from home, not caring 'to make his depar-. 
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ture public. He would seem thus to be only accom- 
panying his guests a little way upon their journey 
— and Pierre was to follow on foot to lead the horse 
back home. 

The oxen, great slow-moving, majestic crea- 
tures, were already harnessed to the heavy chariot, 
whilst their driver, a tall, sturdy peasant lad, stand- 
ing in front of them leaning upon his goad, had 
unconsciously assumed an attitude so graceful that 
he closely resembled the sculptured figures in ancient 
Greek bas-reliefs. Isabelle and Serafina had seated 
themselves in the front of the chariot, so that they 
could enjoy the fresh, cool air, and see the country 
as, they passed along; whilst the others bestowed 
themselves inside, where they might indulge in a 
morning nap. At last all were ready; the driver 
gave the word of command, and the oxen stepped 
slowly forward, setting in motion the great un- 
wieldy, lumbering vehicle, which creaked and 
groaned in lamentable fashion, making the vaulted 
portico ring again as it passed through it and out 
of the chateau. 

As he rode slowly out through the grand old 
portico’ de Sigognac felt his heart heavy within 
him, and when, after going a few paces from the 
chateau, he turned round for one last look at its 
crumbling walls, he felt an acute grief at bidding 
them farewell which was an astonishment to him- 
self. As his eyes sought and dwelt upon the roof 
of the little chapel where his father and mother 
lay sleeping side by side, he- almost reproached him- 
self fpr wishing to go and leave them, and it required 
a mighty effort to turn away and ride after the 
chariot, which was some distance in advance of 
him. He had soon overtaken and passed it, when a 
gentle gust of wind brought to him the penetrating, 
faintly aromatic scent of his native heather, still wet 
from last night's rain, and also the silvery sound of 
a distant convent bell that was associated with his 
earliest recollections. They both seemed to be 
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reproaching him for his desertion of his home, and 
he involuntarily checked the old pony, and made as 
if he would turn back. Miraut and Beelzebub, 
seeming to understand the movement, looked up at 
him eagerly, but as lie was in the very act of turn- 
ing the horse’s head he met Isabelle’s soft eyes fixed 
on him with such an entreating, wistful look that he 
flushed and trembled under it, and entirely forget- 
ting his ancient chAteau, the perfume of the heather, 
and the quick strokes of the distant bell, that still 
continued ringing, he put spurs to his horse and 
dashed on in advance again. The struggle was over 
— Isabelle had conquered. 

When the highway was reached, de Sigognac 
again fell behind the chariot — which moved more 
quickly over the smooth, hard road — so that Pierre 
might be able to catch up to him, and rode slowly 
forward, lost in thought; he roused himself, how- 
ever, in time to take one last look at the towers of 
Sigognac, which were still visible over the tops of 
the pine trees. Bayard came to a full stop as he. 
gazed, and Miraut took advantage of the pause to 
endeavour to climb up and lick his master’s face once 
more; but he was so old and stiff that de Sigognac 
had to lift him up in front of him ; holding him there 
he tenderly caressed the faithful companion of many 
sad, lonely years, even bending down and kissing 
him between the eyes. Meantime the more agile 
Beelzebub had scrambled up on the other side, 
springing from the ground to the baron’s foot, and 
then climbing up by his leg; he purred loudly as 
his master affectionately stroked his head, looking 
up in his face as if he understood perfectly that this 
was a leave-taking. We trust that the kind reader 
will not laugh at our poor young hero, when we 
say that he was so deeply touched by these evidences 
of affection from his humble followers that two 
great tears rolled down his pale cheeks and fell upon 
the heads of his dumb favourites, before he put 
them gently from him and resumed his journey. 
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Oxen travel slowly, especially over roads where 
at times the wheels sink deep into the sand, and the 
sun was high above the horizon before they had 
gone pvo leagues on their way. The baron, loath 
to^ fatigue his old servant and poor Bayard, deter- 
mined to bid adieu to them without further delay; 
so he sprang lightly to the ground, put the bridle 
into Pierre’s trembling hand, and affectionately 
stroked the old pony’s neck, as he never failed to 
do when he dismounted. It was a painful moment. 
The faithful servant had taken care of his young 
master from his infancy, and he turned very pale as 
he said in faltering tones, “ God bless and keep your 
lordship ! how I wish that I could go with you.” 

“And so do I, my good Pierre, but that is im- 
possible. You must stay and take care of the 
chateau for me; I could not bear to think of it 
entirely abandoned, or in any other hands than 
yours, my faithful friend ! And besides, what would 
become of Bayard and Miraut and Beelzebub, if you 
too deserted them ? ” 

“You are right, master,” answered Pierre, his 
eyes filling with tears as he bade him farewell before 
he turned and led Bayard slowly back by the road 
they had come. The old pony whinnied loudly as 
he left his master, and long after he was out of 
sight could be heard at short intervals calling out his 
adieux. 

The poor young baron, left quite alone, stood 
for a moment with downcast eyes, feeling very 
desolate and sad ; then roused himself with an effort, 
and hastened after the chariot. As he walked along 
beside it with a sorrowful, preoccupied air, Isabelle 
complained of being tired of her somewhat cramped 
position, and said that she would like to get down 
and walk a little way for a change; her real motive 
being a kind wish to endeavour to cheer up poor 
de Sigognac and make him forget his sad thoughts. 
The shadow that had overspread his countenance 
passed away entirely as he assisted Isabelle to 
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alight, and then offering his arm led her on in 
advance of the lumbering charioh They had walked 
some distance, and she was just reciting some 
verses, from one of her parts, which she wished to 
have altered a little, when the sound of a horn close 
at hand startled them, and from a by-path emerged 
a gay party returning from the chase. The beauti- 
ful Yolande de Foix came first, radiant as Diana, 
with a brilliant colour in her cheeks and eyes that 
shone like stars. Several long rents in the velvet 
skirt of her riding habit showed that she had been 
following the hounds through the thickets of furze 
that abound in the Landes, yet she did not look in 
the least fatigued, and as she came forward made 
her spirited horse fret and prance under quick, light 
strokes of her riding-whip — in whose handle shone 
a magnificent amethyst set in massive gold, and 
engraved with the de Foix arms. Three or four 
young noblemen, splendidly dressed and mounted, 
were with her, and as she swept proudly past our 
hero and his fair companion — upon whom she cast a 
glance of haughty disdain — she said in clear ring- 
ing tones, “Do look at the Baron de Sigognac, 
dancing attendance upon a Bohemienne.” And the 
little company passed on with a shout of laughter. 

The poor baron was furious, and instinctively 
grasped the handle of his sword with a quick, angry 
movement ; but as quickly released it — for he was on 
foot and those who had insulted him were on horse- 
back, so that he could not hope to overtake them ; 
and besides, he could not challenge a lady. But the 
angry flush soon faded from his cheek, and the 
remembrance of his displeasure from his mind, 
under the gentle influence of Isabelle, who put forth 
all her powers of fascination to make her companion 
forget the affront he had received because of her. 

The day passed without any other incident worthy 
of being recorded, and our travellers arrived in 
good season at the inn where they were to sup and 

clonn * 



CHAPTER III 

THE BLUE SUN INN 

It was in front of the largest house in a wretched 
little hamlet that the weary oxen drawing the chariot 
of Thespis stopped of their own accord. The wooden 
sign that creaked distractingly as it swung to and 
fro at every breath of wind bore a large, blue sun, 
darting its rays, after the most approved fashion, to 
the utmost dimensions of the board on which it was 
painted. Rather an original idea, one would say, 
to have a blue orb of day instead of a golden one — 
such as adorned so many other inns on the great 
post-road — but originality had had nothing whatever 
to do with it. The wandering painter who produced 
this remarkable work of art happened to have no 
vestige of any colour but blue left upon his palette, 
and he discoursed so eloquently of the superiority of 
this tint to all others that he succeeded in persuad- 
ing the worthy inn-keeper to have an azure sun 
depicted on his swinging sign. And not this one 
alone had yielded to his specious arguments, for he 
had painted blue lions, blue cocks, blue horses, on 
various signs in the country round, in a manner that 
would have delighted the Chinese — who esteem an 
artist . in proportion to the unnaturalness of his 
designs and colouring. 

The few unwholesome looking children feebly 
playing in the muddy, filthy, little street, and the 
prematurely old, ghastly women standing at the 
open doors of the miserable thatched huts of which 
the hamlet was composed, were but too evidently 
the wretched victims of a severe type of malarial 

4 1 
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fever that prevails in the Landes. They were truly 
piteous objects, and our travellers were glad to take 
refuge in the inn — though it was anything but invit- 
ing — and so get out of sight of them. 

The landlord, a villainous looking fellow, with an 
ugly crimson scar across his forehead, who rejoiced 
in the extraordinary name of Chirriguirri, received 
them with many low obeisances, and led the way 
into his house, talking volubly of the excellent 
accommodations to be found therein. 

The Baron de Sigognac hesitated ere he crossed 
the threshold, though the comedians had all drawn 
back respectfully to allow him to precede them. 
His pride revolted at going into such a place in such 
company, but one glance from Isabelle put every- 
thing else out of his head, and he entered the dirty 
little inn at her side with an air of joyful alacrity. 
In the happy kingdom of France the fortunate man 
who escorted a pretty woman, no matter where, 
needed not to fear ridicule or contumely, and was 
sure to be envied. 

The large low room into which Maitre Chirriguirri 
ushered the party, with much ceremony and many 
bows, was scarcely so magnificent as he had given 
them reason to expect, but our strolling players had 
long ago learned to take whatever came in their 
way without grumbling, and they seated themselves 
quietly on the rude wooden settles ranged round a 
rough, stone platform in the centre of the apart- 
ment, upon which a few sticks of wood were blazing 
- — the smoke escaping through an opening in the roof 
above. From, an iron bar which crossed this opening 
a strong chain was suspended, and fastened to it 
was the crane, so that it hung at the proper height 
over the fire— for this was the kitchen as well as the 
reception room. The low ceiling was blackened 
with the smoke that filled the upper part of the room 
and escaped slowly through the hole over the fire, 
unless a puff of wind drove it back again. A row of 
bright copper casseroles hanging against the wall — 
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like the burnished shields along- the sides of the 
ancient triremes, if this comparison be not too noble 
for such a lowly subject — gleamed vaguely in the 
flashing of the red fire-light, and a large, half-empty 
wine-skin lying on the floor in one corner looked 
like a beheaded body carelessly flung down there. 
Certainly not a cheerful-looking place, but the fire 
being- newly replenished burnt brightly, and our 
weary travellers were glad to bask in its genial 
warmth. 

At the end of one of the wooden benches a little 
girl was sitting, apparently sound asleep. She was 
a poor, thin, little creature, with a mass of long, 
tangled, black hair, which hung down over her face 
and almost concealed it, as she sat with her head 
drooping forward on her breast. Her scanty cloth- 
ing was tattered and dirty, her feet and poor, thin, 
little legs brown and bare, and covered with 
scratches— some still bleeding — which bore witness 
to much running through the thorny furze thickets. 

Isabelle, who chanced to sit down near her, cast 
many pitying glances upon this forlorn little figure, 
but took care not to disturb the quiet sleep she 
seemed to be enjoying in her uncomfortable resting- 
place. After a little, when she had turned to speak 
to Serafina, who sat beside her, the child woke with 
a start, and pushing back the mass of dishevelled 
hair revealed a sad little face, so thin that the cheek- 
bones were painfully prominent, and pale to ghastli- 
ness. A pair of magnificent, dark brown eyes, with 
heavy sweeping lashes, looked preternaturally large 
in her woe-begone little countenance, 'and at this 
moment were filled with wondering admiration, 
mingled with fierce covetousness, as she stared at 
Scrafina’s mock jewels — and more especially . at 
Isabelle’s row of pearl beads. She seemed fairly 
dazzled by these latter, and gazed at them fixedly in 
a sort of ecstasy — having evidently never seen any- 
thing like them before, and probably thinking they 
must be of immense value. Occasionally her eyes 
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wandered to the dresses of the two ladies, _ and at 
last, unable to restrain her ardent curiosity any 
longer, she put out her little brown hand and softly 
felt of Isabelle’s gown, apparently finding exquisite 
delight in the mere contact of her finger-tips with 
the smooth, glossy surface of the silk. Though her 
touch was so light Isabelle immediately turned 
towards the child and smiled upon her encourag- 
ingly, but the poor little vagabond, finding herself 
detected, in an instant had assumed a stupid, almost 
idiotic look — with an instinctive amount of histrionic 
art that would have done honour to a finished 
actress. Then dropping her eyelids and leaning her 
shoulders against the hard back of the wooden settle 
she seemed to fall into a deep sleep, with her head 
bent down upon her breast in the old attitude. 

Meanwhile Maitre Chirriguirri had been talking 
long and loudly about the choice delicacies he could 
have set before his guests if they bad only come a 
day or two earlier, and enumerating all sorts of fine 
dishes — which doubtless had existed only in his own 
very vivid imagination — though he told a high- 
sounding story about the noblemen and grandees 
who had supped at his house and devoured all these 
dainties only yesterday. When at length the flow of 
his eloquence was checked by a display of ferocity on 
the part of the tyrant, and he was finally brought to 
the point, he acknowledged that he could only give 
them some of the soup called garbure — with which 
we have already made acquaintance at the Chateau 
de Sigognac — some salt codfish, and a dish of bacon ; 
with plenty of wine, which according to his account 
was fit for the gods. Our weary travellers were so 
hungry by this time that they were glad of even this 
frugal fare, and when Mionnette, a gaunt, morose- 
looking creature, the only servant that the inn could 
boast, announced that their supper was ready in an 
adjoining room, they did not wait to be summoned 
a second time. 

They were still at table when a great barking of 
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dog's was heard without, together with the noise of 
jotses feet, and in a moment three ioud, impatient 
joiocks upon the outer door resounded through the 
house. Mionnettc rushed to open it, whereupon a 
gentleman entered, followed by a number of dogs, 
who nearly knocked the tall maid-servant over in 
their eagerness to get in, and rushed into the dining- 
rooin where our friends were assembled, barking, 
jumping over each other, and licking off the plates 
that had been used and removed to a low side table, 
before their master could stop them. A few sharp 
cuts with the whip he held in his hand distributed 
promiscuously among them, without distinction 
between the innocent and the guilty ones, quieted 
this uproar as if by magic, and the aggressive 
hounds, taking refuge under the benches ranged 
along the walls, curled themselves round on the floor 
and went comfortably to sleep, or lay panting, with 
their red tongues hanging out of their mouths and 
heads reposing on their fore-paws — not daring to 
stir. 

The obstreperous dogs thus disposed of, the 
cavalier advanced into the room, with the calm 
assurance of a man who feels perfectly at his ease; 
his spurs ringing against the stone floor at every 
step. The landlord followed him obsequiously, cap 
in hand, cringing and bowing in most humble fashion 
— -having entirely laid aside his boasting air, and 
evidently feeling very ill at ease — this being a 
personage of whom he stood in awe. As the gentle- 
man approached the table he politely saluted the 
company, before turning to give his orders to Maitre 
Chirriguirri, who stood silently awaiting them. 

The new-comer was a handsome man of about 
thirty, with curly light hair, and a fair complexion, . 
somewhat reddened by exposure to the sun. His 
eyes were blue, and rather prominent, his nose 
slightly retrousse; his small blond moustache was 
carefully turned up at the ends, and scarcely shaded 
a well-formed but sensual mouth, below which was 
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a small, pointed beard — called a royal in those days, 
an imperial in these. As he took off his broad felt 
hat, richly ornamented with long; sweeping plumes, 
and threw it carelessly down on one of the benches, 
it was seen that his smooth, broad forehead was 
snowy white, and the contrast with his sunburnt 
cheeks was not by any means displeasing. Indeed 
it was a very handsome, attractive face, in which 
an expression of frank gaiety and good humour 
tempered the air of pride that pervaded it. 

The dress of this gay cavalier was extremely rich 
and elegant; almost too much so for the country. 
But when we say that the marquis — for such was his 
title — had been following the hounds in company 
with the beautiful Yolande de Foix, we feel that his 
costume, of blue velvet elaborately decorated with 
silver braid, is fully accounted for. He was one of 
the gallants that shone at court, and in Paris — where 
he was in the habit of spending a large portion of 
every year— and he prided himself on being one of 
the best-dressed noblemen in France. 

His order to the obsequious landlord was in few 
words — “ I want some broth for my dogs, some oats 
for my horses, a piece of bread and a slice of ham 
for myself, and something or other for my grooms ” 
— and then he advanced smilingly to the table and 
sat down in a vacant place beside the pretty 
soubrette, who, charmed with such a gay, handsome 
seignior, had been pleased to bestow a languishing 
glance and a brilliant smile upon him. 

Maitre Chirriguirri hastened to fetch what he had 
demanded, whilst the soubrette, with the grace of a 
Hebe, filled his glass to the brim with wine; which 
he accepted with a smile, and drank off at a single 
draught. For a few minutes he was fully occupied 
in satisfying his hunger — which was veritably that 
of a hunter — and then looking about him at the 
party assembled round the table, remarked the 
Baron de Sigognac, with whom he had a slight 
acquaintance, seated beside the fair Isabelle — in 
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whose company indeed he had seen him already once 
before that day. The two young people were talk- 
mg together in low tones, and quite absorbed in 
each, other ; but the language of their eyes was 
unmistakable, and the marquis smiled to himself as 
he took note of what he supposed to be a very 
promising intrigue— wherein he did the youthful pair 
great injustice. As a thorough man of the world he 
was not at all surprised at finding de Sigognac with 
this band of vagabond players, from such a motive, 
and the half-pitying contempt he had formerly felt 
for the shabby, retiring young baron was straight- 
way changed to a certain admiration and respect by 
this evidence of his gallantry. When he caught his 
eye he made a little gesture of recognition and 
approval — -to show that he understood and appre- 
ciated his position — but paid no further attention to 
him, evidently meaning to respect his incognito, and 
devoted himself to the soubrette. She received his 
high-flown compliments with peals of laughter, and 
paid him back in his own coin with considerable wit 
and much merriment, to the great delight of ' the 
marquis — who was always delighted to meet with 
any adventure of this sort. 

Wishing to pursue this one, which opened so well, 
he declared loudly that he was passionately fond, of 
the theatre, and complained pathetically of being 
deprived altogether of this, his favourite amuse- 
ment, in the country; then addressing himself to 
the tyrant he asked whether the troupe had any 
pressing engagements that would prevent their. turn- 
ing aside a little from the usual route to visit the 
Chateau de Bruy ires and give one of their best 
plays there— it would be an easy matter to rig up a 
theatre for them in the great hall or the orangery. 

• The tyrant hastened to reply that nothing could 
be easier, and that the troupe, one of the best that 
had ever travelled through the provinces, was en- 
tirely at his lordship’s disposition— “from the king 
to the soubrette “—he added, with a broad grin. “ 



CHAPTER IV 

AN ADVENTURE WITH BRIGANDS 

. ^ ET us return now to the little girl we left feign- 
ing to sleep soundly upon a settle in the kitchen. 
There was certainly something suspicious about the 
fierce way in which she e}’ed Isabelle’s pearl neck- 
lace, and her little bit of clever acting afterwards. 
As soon as the door had closed upon the comedians 
she slowly opened her large, dark eyes, looked 
sharpty round the great, dim kitchen, and when she 
found that nobody was watching her, slipped quietly 
down from the bench, threw back her hair with a 
quick movement of the head peculiar to her, crept 
softly to the door, which she cautiously unlatched, 
and escaped into the open air without making any 
more sound than a shadow, then walked slowly and 
listlessly away until she had turned a corner and was 
out of sight of the house, when she set- off running 
as fleetly as a deer pursued by the hounds — jumping 
over the frequent obstacles in her path with wonder- 
ful agility, never stumbling, and hying along, with 
her black hair streaming out behind her, like some 
wild creature of the desolate pine barrens through 
which she was skilfully threading her way. 

She reached at last a little knoll, crowned by a 
group of pine trees crowded closely together, and 
dashing up the steep bank with undiminished speed 
came to a sudden stop in the very middle of the 
grove. Here she stood still for a moment, peering 
anxiously about her, and then, putting two fingers 
in her mouth, gave three shrill whistles, such as no 
traveller in those desolate regions can hear without 
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a shudder. In an instant what seemed to he a heap 
of pine twit's stirred, and a man emerging from 
beneath them rose slowly to his feet at a little dis- 
tance from the child. 

“Is it you, Chiquitn? " he nslced. "What news 
do you bring? You arc late. 1 had given over 
expecting you to-night, and gone to sleep." 

The speaker was n dark, tierce-looking fellow of 
about five and twenty, with a spare, wiry frame, 
brilliant black eyes, and very white teeth — which 
were long and pointed like the fangs of a young 
wolf. He looked as if he might be a brigand, 
poacher, smuggler, thief, or assassin — all of which 
he had been indeed by turns. He was dressed like a 
Spanish peasant, and in the red woollen girdle wound 
several times around his waist was stuck a formid- 
able knife, called in Spain a vavaja. The despera- 
does who make use of these terrible weapons usually 
display as many red stripes, cut in the steel, upon 
their long pointed blades as they have committed 
murders, and arc esteemed by their companions in 
proportion to the number indicated by this horrible 
record. We do not know exactly how many of these 
scarlet grooves adorned Agostino’s vavaja, but judg- 
ing by the savage expression of his countenance, 
and the fierce glitter of his eye, we may safely 
suppose them to have been creditably numerous. 

“Well, Chiquita," said he, laying his hand caress- 
ingly on the child’s head, “and what did you see at 
Maitre Chirriguirri’s inn?” 

“A great chariot full of people came there this 
afternoon,” she answered. “I saw them carry five 
large chests into the barn, and they must have been 
very heavy, for it took two men to lift them.” 

“Hum!” said Agostino, "sometimes travellers 
put stones into their boxes to make them seem very 
weighty and valuable, and deceive the inn-keepers.” 

“But,” interrupted the child eagerly, “the three 
young ladies had trimmings of gold on their clothes ; 
and one of them, the prettiest, had round her neck 
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a row of round, shining, white things, and oh ! they 
were so beautiful ! ” and she clasped her hands in 
an ecstasy of admiration, her voice trembling with 
excitement. 

“Those must be pearls,” muttered Agostino to 
himself, “and they will be worth having — provided 
they are real — but then they do make such perfect 
imitations now-a-days, and even rich people are 
mean enough to wear them.” 

“My dear Agostino, my good Agostino,” con- 
tinued Chiquita, in her most coaxing tones, and 
without paying any attention to his mutterings, 
“will you give me the beautiful, shining things if 
you kill that lady ? ” 

“They would go so well with your rags and 
tatters ! ” he answered mockingly. 

“But I have so often kept watch for you while you 
slept, and I have run so far to tell you when any one 
was coming, no matter how cold it was, nor how my 
poor, bare feet ached — and I have never once kept 
you waiting for your food, when I used to carry it 
to you in your hiding places, even when I was bad 
with the fever, or my teeth chattering with the chill, 
and I so weak that I could hardly drag myself along. 
Oh Agostino ! do remember what I have done for 
you, and let me have the beautiful, shining things.” 

“Yes, you have been both brave and faithful, 
Chiquita, I admit; but we have not got the wonder- 
ful necklace yet, you know. Now, tell me, how 
many men were there in the party ? ” 

“ Oh ! a great many. A big, tall man with a long 
beard ; an old, fat man — one that looked like a fox — 
two thin men, and one that looked like a gentleman, 
though his clothes were very old and shabby.” 

“Six men,” said Agostino, who had counted them 
on his fingers as she enumerated them, and his face 
fell. “Alas! I am the only one left of our brave 
band now; when the others were with me we would 
not have minded double the number. Have they 
arms, Chiquita? ” 
e 2 
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“The gentleman has a sword, and so has the tall, 
thin man — a very long one.” 

“No pistols or guns? ” 

“I didn’t see any,” answered Chiquita, “but they 
might have left them in the chariot, you know; only 
Maitre Chirriguirri or Mionnette would have been 
sure to send you word- if they had, and they said 
nothing to me about them.” 

“Well, we will risk it then, and see what we can 
do,” said Agostino resolutely. “Five large, heavy 
chests, gold ornaments, a pearl necklace ! they cer- 
tainly are worth trying for.” 

The brigand and his little companion then went to 
a secret place in the thick pine grove, and set to 
work industriously, removing a few large stones, a 
quantity of branches, and finally the five or six 
boards they had concealed, disclosing a large hole 
that looked like a grave. It was not very deep, and 
Agostino, jumping down into it, stooped and lifted 
out what seemed to be a dead body — dressed in its 
usual every-day clothes — which he flung down upon 
the ground beside the hole. Chiquita, who did not 
appear to be in the least agitated or alarmed by 
these mysterious proceedings, seized the figure by 
the feet, with the utmost sang-froid, and dragged it 
out of Agostino’s way, with a much greater degree 
of strength than could have been expected from 
such a slight, delicate little creature. Agostino con- 
tinued his work of exhumation until five other bodies 
lay beside the first one — all neatly arranged in a row 
by the little girl, who seemed to actually enjoy her 
lugubrious task. It made a strange picture in the 
weird light of the nearly full moon, half veiled by 
driving clouds — the open grave, the bodies lying side 
by side under the dark pine trees, and the figures of 
Agostino and Chiquita bending over them. 

But the tragic aspect of the affair soon changed to 
a comic one; for when Agostino placed the first of 
the bodies in an upright position it became apparent 
that it was only a sort of scarecrow — a rude figure 
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intended to frighten timid travellers— which being 
skilfully disposed at the edge of the .grove, partly 
hidden among the^trees, looked at a little distance 
exactly like a brigand — gun and all. Indeed it really 
was dressed in the garments of one of his old com- 
rades, who had paid the penalty of his crimes on the 
gallows. lie apostrophized the figure as he arranged 
it to his liking, calling.it by name, relating some of 
the brave deeds of its prototype, and bewailing the 
sad fate that had left him to ply his nefarious trade 
single-handed, with a rude eloquence that was not 
wanting in pathos. Returning to where the others 
lay, he lifted up one which he reminded Chiquita 
represented her father — whose valour and skill he 
eulogized warmly — whilst the child devoutly made 
the •sign of the cross as she muttered a prayer. 
This one being put in position, he carried the re- 
maining figures, one by one, to the places marked 
for them, keeping up a running commentary upon 
the ci-devant brigands whose representatives they 
were, and calling them each repeatedly by name, as 
if there were a certain sad satisfaction in addressing 
them in the old, familiar way. 

When this queer task was completed, the bandit 
and his faithful little companion, taking advantage 
of a flood of moonlight as the clouds drifted away 
before the wind, went and stood on the road — not 
very far from their retreat — by which our travellers 
were to pass, to judge of the effect of their group of 
brigands. It was really very formidable, and had 
often been of great service to the bold originator of 
the plan; for on seeing so numerous a band appar- 
ently advancing upon them, most travellers took to 
their heels, leaving the coveted spoils behind them 
for Agostino to gather up at his leisure. 

As they slowly returned to the pine grove he said 
to the child, who was clinging to his arm affection- 
ately as she walked beside him, “The first stage of 
their journey to-morrow is a long one, and these 
people will be sure to start in good season, so that 
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they will reach this spot just at the right time for 
us — in the uncertain light of the dawn. In the dark- 
ness of night our brigands yonder could not be seen, 
and in broad daylight the ruse would be apparent; 
so we are in luck, Chiquita ! But now for a nap — 
we have plenty of time for it, and the creaking of the 
wheels will be sure to wake us.” Accordingly Agos- 
tino threw himself down upon a little heap of pine 
branches and heather, Chiquita crept close to him, 
so that the large cloak with which he had covered 
himself might protect her also from the chilly night 
air, and both were soon sound asleep. 

It was so early when our travellers were roused 
from their slumbers and told that it was time for 
them to resume their journey, by the treacherous 
landlord of the Blue Sun Inn, that it seemed to 'them 
like the middle of the night ; so they arranged them- 
selves as comfortably as they could in the great, 
roomy chariot, and despite the loud creaking and 
groaning that accompanied its every movement as it 
went slowly lumbering along, and the shrill cries of 
the driver to his oxen, they were all soon asleep 
again, excepting de Sigognac, who walked beside 
the chariot, lost in thoughts of Isabelle’s beauty, 
grace and modesty, and adorable goodness, which 
seemed better suited to a young lad)' of noble birth 
than a wandering actress. He tormented himself 
with trying to devise some means to induce' her to 
reciprocate the ardent love that filled his heart for 
her, not for an instant suspecting that it was already 
a fait accompli, and that the sweet, pure maiden 
had given him, unasked, her gentle, faithful heart. 
The bashful young baron imagined all sorts of 
romantic and perilous incidents in which he might 
constitute himself her knight and protector, and 
show such brave and tender devotion to her as he 
had read of in the old books of chivalry; and which 
might lead up to the avowal he was burning to 
make, yet dared not. It never occurred to him that 
the look in his dark eyes whenever they rested on 
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her fair face, the tone of his voice when he addressed 
ner, the deep sighs he vainly sought to stifle, and 
the tender, eager care with which he strove to 
anticipate her every wish had spoken for him, as 
plainly as any words could do ; and that, though he 
had not dared to breathe one syllable of his pas- 
sionate love to Isabelle, she knew it, rejoiced in it, 
and was proud of it, and that it filled her with a 
delicious, rapturous joy, such as she had never felt 
before, or even dreamed of. 

The morning began to break — the narrow band 
of pale light on the horizon, which was growing 
rapidly brighter and assuming a rosy tinge, was 
reflected here and there in the little pools of water 
that shone like bits of a broken mirror scattered 
over the ground — distant sounds were heard, and 
columns of smoke rising into the still morning air 
proved that even in this desolate, God-forsaken part 
of the Landes there were human habitations to be 
found. Stalking along with giant strides on the 
highest part of some rising ground not very far off 
was a grotesque figure, clearly defined against the 
bright eastern sky, which would have been a puzzle 
to a stranger, but was a familiar sight to de 
Sigognac — a shepherd mounted on his high stilts, 
such as are to be met with everywhere throughout 
the Landes. 

But the young baron was too much absorbed in 
his own engrossing thoughts to take any note of his 
surroundings as he kept pace with the slow-moving 
chariot, until his eye was caught and his attention 
fixed by a strange little point of light, glittering 
among the sombre pines that formed the dense grove 
where we left Agostino and Chiquita sleeping. He 
wondered what it could be — certainly not a glow- 
worm, the season for them was past long agb-~-and 
he watched it as he advanced towards _ it with a 
vague feeling of uneasiness. Approaching nearer 
he caught a glimpse of the singular group of figures 
lurking among the trees, and at first feared an 
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ambuscade; but finding that they continued perfectly 
motionless he concluded that he must have been 
mistaken, and that they were only old stumps after 
all ; so he forebore to arouse the comedians, as he 
had for a moment thought of doing. 

A few steps farther and suddenly a loud report 
was heard from the grove, a bullet sped through the 
air, and struck the oxen’s yoke — happily without 
doing any damage, further than causing the usually 
quiet, steady-going beasts to swerve violently to one 
side — -when fortunately a considerable heap of sand 
prevented the chariot’s being overturned into the 
ditch beside the road. The sharp report and violent 
shock startled the sleeping travellers in the chariot, 
and the younger women shrieked wildly in their 
terror, whilst the duenna, who had met with such 
adventures before, slipped the few gold pieces she 
had in her purse into her shoe. Beside the chariot, 
from which the actors were struggling to extricate 
themselves, stood Agostino — his cloak wrapped 
around his left arm and the formidable navaja in his 
right hand — and cried in a voice of thunder, “Your 
money or your lives ! Resistance is useless ! At the 
first sign of it my band will fire upon you.” 

Whilst the bandit was shouting out these terrible 
words, de Sigognac had quietly drawn his sword, 
and as he finished attacked him furiously. Agostino 
skilfully parried his thrusts, with the cloak on his 
left arm, which so disposed made an excellent shield, 
and watched his opportunity to give a murderous 
stab with his navaja, which indeed he almost suc- 
ceeded in doing; a quick spring to one side alone 
saved the baron from a wound which must have been 
fatal, as the brigand threw the knife at him with 
tremendous force, and it flew through the air and 
fell ringing upon the ground at a marvellous dis- 
tance, instead of piercing de Sigognac’s heart. His 
antagonist turned pale, for he was quite defenceless, 
having depended entirely upon his trusted navaja, 
which had never failed him before, and he very well 
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knew that his vaunted band could not come to his 
rescue. However, he shouted to them to fire, count- 
upon the sudden terror that command would 
inspire to deliver him from his dilemma ; and, 
indeed, the comedians, expecting- a broadside, did 
take refuge behind the chariot, whilst even our 
brave hero involuntarily bent his head a little, to 
avoid the shower of bullets. 

Meantime Chiquita, who had breathlessly watched 
all that passed from her hiding place among some 
furze bushes close at hand, when she saw her friend 
in peril, crept softly forth, glided along on the 
ground like a snake until she reached the knife, lying 
unnoticed where it had fallen, and, seizing it, in one 
. instant had restored it to Agostino. She looked like 
a little fury as she did so, and if her strength had 
been equal to her ferocity she would have been a 
formidable foe. 

Agostino again aimed his navaja at the baron, 
who was at that moment off his guard, and would 
not perhaps have escaped the deadly weapon a 
second time if it bad been hurled at him from that 
skilful hand, but that a g rasp of iron fastened upon 
the desperado’s wrist, just in time to defeat his 
purpose. He strove in vain to extricate his right 
arm from the powerful grip that held it like a vice 
— struggling violently, and writhing with the pain 
it caused him — but he dared not turn upon this new 
assailant, who was behind him, because de Sigognac 
would have surely scored his back for him; and he 
.was forced to continue parrying his thrusts with his 
left arm, still protected by the ample cloak firmly 
wound around it. He soon discovered that he could 
not possibly free his right hand, and the agony 
became so great that his fingers could no longer 
keep their grasp of the knife, which fell a second 
time to the ground. 

ft was the tyrant who had come to de Sigognac’s 
rescue, and now suddenly roared out in his sten- 
torian voice, “What the deuce is nipping me? is it 
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a viper? 1 felt two sharp fangs meet in the calf of 
my leg.” 

It was Chiquita, who was biting his leg like a dog, 
in the vain hope of making him turn round and loose 
his hold upon Agostino; but the tyrant shook her 
off with a quick movement, that sent her rolling in 
the dust at some distance, without relinquishing his 
captive, whilst Mntamore dashed forward and picked 
up the navaja, which he shut together and put into 
his pocket. 

Whilst this scene was enacting the sun had risen, 
and poured a flood of radiance upon the earth in 
which the sham brigands lost much of their life-like 
effect. “Ha, ha!” laughed the pedant, “it would 
appear that those gentlemen’s guns take a long, v 
long time to go off; they must be wet with dew. 
Rut whatever may be the matter with them they are 
miserable cowards, to stand still there at a safe 
distance and leave their chief to do all the fighting 
by himself.” 

“There is a good reason for that,” answered 
Mntamore, as he climbed up the steep bank to them, 
“ these are nothing but scarecrows.” And with six 
vigorous kicks he sent the six absurd figures rolling 
in every direction, making the most comical gestures 
as they fell. 

“You may safely alight now, ladies,” said the 
baron, reassuringly, to the trembling actresses, 
“there’s nothing more to fear; it was only a sham 
battle after all.” 

In despair at his overwhelming defeat, Agostino 
hung his head mournfully, and stood like a statue of 
grief, dreading lest worse still should befall him, if 
the comedians, who were in too great force for him 
to attempt to struggle any longer against them, 
decided to take him on to the next town and deliver 
him over to the jailor to be locked up, as indeed he 
richly deserved. His faithful little friend, Chiquita, 
stood motionless at his side, as downcast as him- 
self. But the farce of the false brigands so tickled 
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the fancy of the players that it seemed as if they 
never would have done laughing over it, and they 
\vere evidently inclined to deal leniently with the 
ingenious rascal who had devised it. The tyrant, 
who had loosened, but not quitted, his hold upon 
the bandit, assumed his most tragic air and voice, 
and said to him, “You have frightened these ladies 
almost to death, you scoundrel, and you richly 
deserve to be strung up for it; but if, as I believe, 
they will consent to pardon you — for they are very 
kind and good — I will not take you to the lock-up. 
I confess that I do not care to furnish a subject for 
the gallows. Besides, your stratagem is really very 
ingenious and amusing — a capital farce to play at 
the expense of cowardly travellers — who have doubt- 
less paid you well for the entertainment, eh? As an 
actor, I appreciate the joke, and your ingenuity 
inclines me to be indulgent. You are not simply 
and brutally a robber, and it would certainly be a 
pity to cut short such a fine career.” 

“ Alas ! ” answered Agostino mournfully, no 
other career is open to me, . and I am more to be 
pitied than you suppose. I am the only one left of 
a band formerly as complete as yours ; the exe- 
cutioner has deprived me of my brave comrades one 
by one, and now I am obliged to carry on my opera- 
tions entirely alone — dressing up my scarecrows, as 
your friend calls them, and assuming different voices 
to make believe that I am supported by a numerous 
company.. Ah! mine is a sad fate; and then my 
road is such a poor one — so few travellers come this 
way — and I have not the means to purchase a better 
one. Everv good road is owned by a band of 
brigands, you know. I wish that I could get some 
honest work to do, but that is hopeless ; who would 
employ such a looking fellow as I am? all in rags 
and tatters, worse than the poorest beggar, i must 
surely have been born under an unlucky star. And 
now this attempt has failed, from which I hoped to 
get enough to fceep us for two months^ and buy a 
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decent cloak for poor Cliiquita besides ; she needs it 
badly enough, poor thing ! Yesterday I had nothing 
to eat, and I had to tighten my belt to sustain my 
empty stomach. Your unexpected resistance has 
taken the very bread out of my mouth ; and since 
you would not let me rob you, at least be generous 
and give me something.” 

“To be sure,” said the tyrant, who was greatly 
amused; "as we have prevented your successfully 
plying your trade we certainly do owe you an in- 
demnity. Here, take these two pistoles to drink our 
healths with.” 

Isabelle meantime sought in the chariot for a piece 
of new woollen stuff she happened to have with her, 
which was soft and warm, and gave it to Chiquita, 
who exclaimed, " Oh ! but it is the necklace of shin- 
ing white things that I want.” 

Kind Isabelle immediately unclasped it, and then 
fastened it round the slender neck of the child, who 
was so overwhelmed with delight that she could not 
speak. She silently rolled the smooth, white beads 
between her little brown fingers in a sort of mute 
ecstasy for a few moments, then suddenly raising 
her head and tossing back her thick black hair, she 
fixed her sparkling eyes on Isabelle, and said in a 
low, earnest voice, “ Oh ! you are very, very good, 
and I will never, never kill you.” Then she ran 
swiftly back to the pine grove, clambered up the 
steep bank, and sat down to admire and enjoy her 
treasure. As to Agostino, after making his best 
bow, and thanking the tyrant for his really princely 
munificence, he picked up his prostrate comrades, 
and carried them back to be buried again until their 
services should be needed on some, he hoped, more 
auspicious occasion. 

The driver, who had deserted his oxen and run to 
hide himself among the furze bushes at the begin- 
ning of the affray, returned to his post when he saw 
that all danger was over, and the chariot once more 
started upon its way — the worthy duenna having 



An Adventure with Brigands 61 

taken her doubloons out of her shoes and restored 
them to her purse, which was then deposited in the 
depths of a mysterious pocket. 

“ Von behaved like a real hero of romance,” 
Isabelle said in an undertone to de Sigognac, “and 
1 feel that under your protection we can travel 
secure!}’ ; how bravely you attacked that bandit 
single-handed ! when you had every reason to believe 
that he was supported by an armed band.” 

“You over-estimate my little exploit,” the baron 
replied modestly, “there was no danger worth men- 
tioning,” then sinking his voice to a whisper, "but 
to protect you I would meet and conquer giants, 
put to flight a whole host of Saracens, attack and 
destroy dragons and horrid monsters ; I would force 
my way through enchanted forests filled with snares 
and perils, such as we read of, and even descend into 
hell itself, like /Eneas of old. In your dear service 
the most difficult feats would be easy ; your beautiful 
eyes inspire me with indomitable courage, and your 
sweet presence, or even the bare thought of you, 
seems to endue me with a superhuman strength.” 

This was, perhaps, rather exaggerated, but per- 
fectly sincere, and Isabelle did not doubt for a 
moment that de Sigognac would be able to accom- 
plish fabulous deeds of prowess in her honour and 
for her sake; and she was not so very far wrong, 
for he was becoming hourly more passionately 
enamoured of her, and ardent young lovers arc 
capable of prodigies of valour, inspired b}’ the fair 
objects of their adoration. 

Serafina, who had overheard some of the baron’s 
impassioned words, could not repress a scornful 
smile ; so many women are apt to find the fervid 
protestations of lovers, when addressed to others 
than themselves, supremely ridiculous, yet joyfully 
receive the very same protestations, without detect- 
ing anything in the least absurd in them, when 
whispered into their own ears. For a moment she 
was tempted to try the power of her many charms, 



62 Captain Fracasse 

which she believed to be irresistible, with the young 
baron, and win him away from Isabelle; but this 
idea was speedily rejected, for Serafina held beauty 
to be a precious gem that should be richly set in gold 
— the gem was hers, but the golden setting was 
lamentably wanting, and poor de Sigognac could 
not possibly furnish it. So the accomplished 
coquette decided not to interfere with this newly- 
born love affair, which was “all very well for a 
simple-minded young girl like Isabelle,” she said to 
herself, with a disdainful smile and toss of the head. 

Profound silence had fallen upon the party after 
the late excitement, and some of them were even 
growing sleepy again, when several hours later the 
driver suddenly called out, “There is the Chateau 
de Bruy&res.” 



CHAPTER V 

AT THE CHATEAU HE HRUYERES 

1 he extensive domain of the Marquis de Bruyfcrcs 
was situated just upon the edge of the Landes, and 
consisted mostly of productive, highly-cultivated 
land — the barren sand reaching only to the boundary 
wall of the great park that surrounded the chateau. 
An air of prosperity pervaded the entire estate, in 
pleasing contrast with the desolate region of country 
close at hand. Outside the park wall was a broad, 
deep ditch, filled with clear water and spanned by a 
handsome stone bridge, wide enough for two car- 
riages abreast, which led to the grand entrance 
gates. These were of wrought iron, and quite a 
marvel of delicate workmanship and beauty. There 
was a good deal of gilding about them, and the lofty 
apex bore a marquis’s crown above a shield sup- 
ported by two naked savages, upon which the de 
■Bruyires arms were richly emblazoned — it was an 
entrance worthy of a royal demesne. When our 
party paused before it, in the course of the morning, 
a servant in a rich, showy livery was slowly opening 
the folding leaves of the magnificent gates, so as to 
admit them into the park. The very oxen hesitated 
ere they took their slow way through it, as if dazzled 
by so much splendour, and ashamed of their own 
homeliness — the honest brutes little suspecting that 
the wealthy nobleman’s pomp and glitter are derived 
from the industry of the lowly tillers of the soil. 

It certainly would seem as if only fine carriages and 
prancing horses should be permitted to pass through 
such a portal as this, but the chariot of Thespis, 
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no matter how humble, is privileged, and not only 
enters, but is welcome everywhere. 

A broad avenue led from the bridge to the chateau, 
passing by carefully clipped shrubbery, whence 
marble statues peeped out here and there, and a 
beautiful garden, with flower-beds ingeniously laid 
out in geometrical patterns, and brilliant with well- 
contrasted colours. The narrow walks among them 
were bordered with box, and strewn with fine sand 
of various tints, and several little fountains threw 
up their sparkling jets among the flowers. In the 
centre of the garden was a magnificent fountain, 
with a large, oblong, marble basin, and a Triton, on 
a high pedestal, pouring water from a shell. A row 
of yews, skilfully trimmed into pyramids, balls, and 
various fanciful shapes, and placed at regular dis- 
tances on each side of the grand avenue, extended 
from the entrance gates to the chateau, their sombre 
hue contrasting well with the brighter green of the 
foliage behind them. Everything was in the most 
perfect order; not a leaf out of place, nor a particle 
of dust to be seen anywhere, as if the gardeners had 
just freshly washed and trimmed every tree, shrub, 
and plant under their care. 

All this magnificence astonished and delighted the 
poor comedians, who rarely gained admission to 
such an abode as this. Serafina, affecting indiffer- 
ence, but noting everything carefully from under 
her lowered eye-lashes, promised herself to supplant 
the soubrette in the marquis’s favour, feeling that 
this great seignior was her own legitimate prey, and 
ought to have devoted himself to her in the first 
place, instead of weakly yielding to the vulgar bland- 
ishments of the pretty waiting-maid, as he should 
no longer be permitted to do — if she had any power. 

Meanwhile the soubrette, feeling sure of her con- 
quest, had given herself up to castle-building with 
all the fervour of her ardent southern nature. Isa- 
belle, who was not preoccupied by any ambitious 
projects, turned her head now and then to glance 
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and smile tenderly at de Sigognac, who was sitting 
in the chariot behind her — and who she knew must 
be feeling acutely the painful contrast between this 
splendid estate and his own desolate, half-ruined 
chateau. Her loving heart ached for him, and her 
eyes spoke sweetest sympathy to the poor young 
nobleman, reduced so low in fortune, yet so worthy 
of a better fate. 

The -tyrant was deep in thought, trying to decide 
how much he might venture to demand for the ser- 
vices of his troupe, and mentally increasing the 
amount at every step, as new glories disclosed them- 
selves to his wondering eyes. The pedant was look- 
ing forward impatiently to the copious draughts of 
generous wine he felt sure of enjoying in the splen- 
did chateau that was now in full view, and Lcander, 
striving to srpooth his slightly dishevelled locks with 
a dainty little tortoise-shelf pocket-comb, was won- 
dering, with a fluttering heart, whether a fair mar- 
quise dwelt within those walls, and would gaze 
down upon him from one of those windows as he 
alighted — indulging in high hopes of the impression 
he should make upon her susceptible heart. 

The Chateau de Bruy^res, which had been entirely 
re-built in the preceding reign, was a noble struc- 
ture, of immense size, three stories in height, and 
enclosing a large interior court, ft was built of red 
brick, with elaborate, white stone facings. There 
were many pretty balconies with sculptured stone 
railings, and large, clear panes of glass — an unusual 
luxury at that epoch — in the numerous lofty win- 
dows, through which the rich hangings within were 
visible; and a projecting porch, reached by an impos- 
ing flight of broad stone steps, in the centre of the 
fagade, marked the main entrance. The high, steep 
roof was of slate, in several shades, wrought into a 
quaint, pretty pattern, and the groups of tall chim- 
neys were symmetrically disposed and handsomely 
ornamented. There was a look of gaiety and luxury 
about this really beautiful chateau which gave the 

F 
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" leading lady ” to herself, swelling with righteous 
indignation, and abusing the offender roundly in her 
thoughts — wishing that shd could do it aloud, and 
expose her outrageous, unmannerly artifice. 

“Jean,” said the marquis to a servant in livery who 
stood near, “ have this chariot taken into the court, 
and see that the decorations, scenery, etc., are care- 
fully put in some convenient place ; have the luggage 
of these ladies and gentlemen carried to the rooms 
that I ordered to be made ready for them, and take 
care that they have everything they want ; ” then in 
a lower tone, but very emphatically, "I desire that 
they should be treated with the utmost courtesy 
and respect.” 

These orders being given, the marquis gravely 
ascended the steps, followed by the comedians, and 
having consigned them to his major-domo to show 
them to their respective rooms and make them com- 
fortable, he gracefully bowed and left them; darting 
an admiring glance at the soubrette as he did so, 
which she acknowledged by a radiant smile, that 
Serafina, raging inwardly, pronounced “abominably 
bold. ” 

The chariot meantime had made its way into a 
back court, accompanied by the tyrant, the pedant 
and Scapin, who superintended the unloading of the 
various articles that would be needed — a strange 
medley, which the supercilious servants of the 
chateau, in their rich liveries, handled with a very 
lofty air of contempt and condescension, feeling it 
quite beneath their dignity to wait upon a band of 
strolling players. But they dared not rebel, for the 
marquis had ordered it, and he was a severe master, 
as well as a very generous one. 

The major-domo, however, conducted his charges 
to their appointed chambers with as profound an air 
of respect as if they had been real princes and prin- 
cesses ; for the marquis himself had visited the left 
wing of the chdteau, where they were to be lodged, 
had specified the room for each guest, and ordered 
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that they should want for nothing — a very unusual 
proceeding on his part, as he was in the habit of leav- 
ing all such minor details to his trusty major-domo. 
A beautiful chamber, hung with tapestry which repre- 
sented the loves of Cupid and Psyche, was given to 
the soubrette, the pretty, dainty, blue one to Isabelle, 
and the luxurious red one to Serafina, whilst the more 
sober brown one was assigned to the duenna. The 
Baron de Sigognac was installed in a magnificent 
apartment, whose panelled walls were covered with 
richly embossed Spanish leather. It was close to 
Isabelle’s room — a delicate attention on the part of 
the marquis. This superb chamber was always 
reserved for his most honoured guests, and in giving 
it to our young hero he desired to testify that he 
recognized and appreciated his rank, though he 
religiously respected his incognito. 

When de Sigognac was left alone, and at liberty 
to think over quietly the odd situation in which he 
found himself, he looked at his magnificent surround- 
ings with surprise as well as admiration — for he 
had never in his life seen, or even imagined, such 
splendour and luxury. The rich glowing colours of 
the chimerical flowers and foliage embossed on a 
golden ground of the Spanish leather on the walls, 
the corresponding tints in the frescoed ceiling and 
the heavy, silken hangings at the windows and doors 
and round the bed, the elaborately carved and gilded 
furniture, the luxurious easy-chairs and sofas, the 
large mirrors with bevelled edges, and the dainty 
dressing-table, lavishly furnished with all the acces- 
sories of the toilet, with its oval glass draped with 
lace which was tied back with knots of gay ribbon, 
certainly did make up a charming whole, and the 
wood fire burning brightly in the open fireplace gave 
a cheerful, cosy . air to it all. 

Our poor young baron blushed painfully as he 
caught sight of his own figure in one of the long 
mirrors — his shabby, ill-fitting clothes looked so sadly 
out of place amidst all this magnificence — and for the 
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first time in his life he felt ashamed of his poverty. 
Highly unphilosophical this, but surely excusable in 
so young a man as our hero. With a natural desire 
to improve his forlorn appearance if he could, he 
unpacked the scanty supply of clothing that his 
faithful Pierre had put up for him — hoping that he 
might come across something a little less thread-bare 
than the suit he actually had on his back — but the 
inspection was not satisfactory, and he groaned as 
he discarded one faded, shabby garment after 
another. The linen was not any better — worn so that 
it was thin everywhere, with rtumerous darns and 
patches, and many holes, he could not find a single 
shirt that was whole and in good condition. He was 
so absorbed in this melancholy inspection that he did 
not hear a low knock at the door, nor notice that it 
was slowly pushed open, having been already ajar, to 
admit the stout person of Blazius, who approached 
him with many bows and flourishes, though entirely 
unobserved. When the pedant reached his 'side de 
Sigognac was just holding up before him a shirt that 
had as many openings as the rose window of a 
cathedral, and slowly shaking his head as he gazed 
at it, with an expression of utter discouragement. 

“ Body of Bacchus ! ” exclaimed the pedant — his 
voice, so close at hand, startling the astonished 
baron, who had believed himself alone, and safe from 
intrusion — "that shirt has verily a valiant and 
triumphant air. It looks as if it had been worn by 
Mars himself in battle, so riddled has it been by 
lances, spears, darts, arrows, and I know not w'hat 
besides. Don’t be ashamed of it, Baron ! — these 
holes are honourable to you. Many a shirt of fine 
linen, ruffled and embroidered, according to the latest 
fashion, disguises the graceless person of some 
rascally parvenu — and usurer as well perhaps — who 
usurps the place of his betters. Several of the great 
heroes, of immortal fame, had not a shirt to their 
backs — Ulysses, for example, that wise and valiant 
man, who presented himself before the beautiful 
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Princess Nausicaa, with no other covering than a 
bunch of sea-weed — as we are told, in the Odyssey, 
by the grand old bard, Homer.” 

“Unfortunately,” de Sigognac replied, “there is no 
point of resemblance, my dear Blazius, between me 
and the brave King of Ithaca, save the lack of linen. 
I have done no- deeds of valour to shed a lustre over 
my poverty. I have had no chance to make myself 
famous, and I fear that the poets will never celebrate 
my praises in glowing hexameters. But, jesting 
aside, I must confess that I do feel greatly annoyed 
at being forced to appear in this guise here. The 
Marquis de Bruyeres recognized me, though he made 
no sign, and he may betray my secret.” 

“It is a pity,” said the pedant in reply, “but 
there’s a remedy for every ill under the sun, save 
death, according to the old saying, and if you will 
permit me, I think that I can help you out of this 
awkward dilemma. We, poor players, shadows of 
real men and women, phantoms of personages of 
every degree, from the highest to the lowest, have 
the means necessary for assuming almost any char- 
acter, you know. As costumier of the troupe I am 
accustomed to make all. sorts of transformations, 
and can turn a miserable vagabond into an Alex- 
ander, or a. vulgar wench into a princess. Now, if 
you are not too proud, I will exercise my poor skill 
in your lordship’s service. Since you have been will- 
ing to join our company for this journey, do not 
disdain to make use of our resources, such as they 
are, and put aside these ill-fitting garments, which 
disguise your natural advantages, and make you feel 
ill at ease. Most fortunately I happen to have in 
reserve a handsome suit of black velvet, which has 
not the least of a theatrical air about it, and has 
never been used; any gentleman could wear it, and 
unless I am much mistaken it will fit you capitally. 

I have also the fine linen shirt, silk stockings, shoes 
with broad buckles, and cloak to go with it — there 
is nothing wanting, not even the sword.” 
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“Oh, as to that,” cried de Sigognac, with a 
gesture expressive of all that pride of birth which no 
misfortunes could crush, " I have my father’s sword.” 

“True,” answered Blazius, “and guard it sacredly, 
my lord ! for a sword is a faithful friend — defender 
of its master’s life and honour. It does not abandon 
him in times of peril and disaster, like the false 
friends who cling only to prosperity. Our stage 
swords have neither edge nor point, for they arc 
only intended for show ; the wounds they make dis- 
appear suddenly when the curtain falls, without the 
aid of the surgeon with his instruments and lint. 
That trusty sword of yours you can depend upon in 
any emergency, and I have already seen it doing 
good service in our behalf. But permit me to go 
and fetch the things I spoke of; I am impatient to 
see the butterfly emerge from the chrysalis.” 

Having thus spoken, in the theatrical way that had 
become habitual with him, the worthy pedant quitted 
the room, and soon reappeared, carrying a large 
package, which he deposited on the table in the 
centre of the chamber. 

“ If your lordship will accept an old actor as valet- . 
de-chambrc,” he said, rubbing his hands joyfully 
together, “ I will beautify you in no time. All the 
ladies will be sure to fall in love with you, for — with 
no disrespect to the larder at the Chateau dc Sigog- ' 
nac be it said — you have fasted so much in your 
lonely life there that it has made you most interest- 
ingly slender and pale — just what the dear creatures 
delight in. They would not listen to a word from a 
stout lover, even if the diamonds and pearls of the 
fairy tale dropped from his lips whenever he spoke. 
That is the sole reason for -my want of success with 
the fair sex, and I long ago deserted the shrine of 
Venus for the worship of Bacchus. A big paunch 
is not amiss among the devotees of that merry god, 
for it bears witness to plentiful libations." 

Thus running on g&ily, the worthy pedant strove 
to amuse the melancholy young nobleman, while he 
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deftly performed his duties as valet; and they were 
very quickly completed, for the requirements of the 
stage necessitate great dexterity on the part of the 
actors to make the metamorphoses frequently needed 
with sufficient promptness and rapidity. Charmed 
with the result of his efforts he led de Sigognac up 
to one of the large mirrors, wherein, upon raising 
his eyes, he saw a figure which, at the first glance, 
he thought must be that of some person who had 
.entered the room without his knowledge, and turned 
to ask who the intruder was — but there was no 
stranger there, and he discovered that it was his own 
reflection — so changed that he was mute with aston- 
ishment. A young, handsome, richly-dressed de 
Sigognac stood before him, and a radiant smile 
parted his lips and lighted up his face as he. gazed 
at his own image, which perfected the really marvel- 
lous transformation. Blazius, standing near, con- 
templated his work with undisguised pride and 
satisfaction, changing his position several times so 
as to get different views, as a sculptor might who 
had just put the finishing touches to his statue 
altogether to his liking. 

• “When you have made your way at court, my 
lord, and regained the position held by your ances- 
tors, as I hope and expect that you will do, I shall 
pray you to give me a refuge for my old age in your 
household, and make me intendant of your lordship’s 
wardrobe,” said he, with a profound bow to the 
baron. 

“ I will not forget your request, my good Blazius, 
even though I fear that I shall never be able to 
comply with it,” de Sigognac answered with a 
melancholy smile. “You, my kind friend, are the 
first human being that has ever asked a favour of 
me.” 

“After our dinner, which we are to have very 
shortly, we are to consult with his lordship, the 
marquis, as to what play shall be given this even- 
ing, and learn from him where we are to rig our 
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Serafina, who was naturally indignant that the mar- 
quis had not even asked if there was a part for her in 
the piece to be performed, accused him in her heart 
of being no gentleman, and of having very low, 
vulgar tastes, but she was the only one of the party 
that felt any dissatisfaction. 

Before the marquis left them he said to Herode, 
“ I have given orders to have the orangery cleared 
so that our theatre can be arranged there; they are 
carrying planks, trestles, benches, hangings, and all 
other needful articles in there now. Will you kindly 
superintend the workmen, who are new to this sort 
of business? They will obey your orders as they 
would my own.” 

Accordingly the tyrant, Blazius and Scapin re- 
paired to the orangery, which was at a little distance 
from the chateau and admirably calculated for the 
purpose it was now to serve, and where they found 
everything necessary to convert it into a temporary 
theatre. 

Whilst this work is going forward we will make 
our amiable, indulgent readers acquainted with the 
fair mistress of the chateau — having heretofore for- 
gotten to mention that the Marquis de Bruy byes was 
a married man ; he thought of it so seldom himself 
that we may surely be pardoned for this omission. 
As can be readily imagined, from our last remark, 
love had not been the moving cause in this union. 
Adjoining estates, which, united in one, formed a 
noble domain, and equality of rank had been the 
chief considerations. After a very’ brief honeymoon, 
during which they had become painfully aware of a 
total want of congeniality, the marquis and marquise 
— like well-bred people, making no outcry about 
their matrimonial failure — had tacitly agreed to live 
amicably under the same roof, but entirely independ- 
ent of each other — he to go his way and she hers, 
with perfect freedom. They always treated each 
other in public, and indeed whenever they chanced 
to meet, with the greatest courtesy, and might easily 
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have been mistaken by a casual observer for an 
unusually happy and united pair. Madame la Mar- 
quise occupied a sumptuous suite of apartments in 
the ch&tcau, which her husband never thought of 
entering without first sending to ascertain whether 
it would be convenient for madamc to receive him, 
like a formal visitor. But we will avail ourselves of 
the time-honoured privilege of authors, and make 
our way into the noble chatelaine’s bed-chamber, 
without any form or ceremony — feeling sure of 
not disturbing its fair occupant, since the writer 
of a romance wears upon his linger the wonder- 
working ring of Gyges, which renders him 
invisible. 

It was a large, lofty room, hung with superb 
tapestry representing the adventures of Apollo, and 
replete with every luxury that wealth could procure. 
Here also a bright wood fire was burning cheerily, 
and the Marquise de Bruyeres sat before her dress- 
ing table, with two maids in attendance upon her, 
absorbed in the all-important business of putting the 
finishing touches to her extremely becoming as well 
as effective toilet. Madame la Marquise was a 
handsome brunette, whose maturity, which had 
succeeded to the slender outline of early youth, had 
added to her beauty; her magnificent black hair, 
which was one of her ladyship’s greatest charms, 
was dressed in the most elaborate fashion — an in- 
tricate mass of glossy braids, puffs and curls, form- 
ing a lofty structure, and ornamented with a large 
bow of crimson ribbon, while one long curl fell upon 
her fair neck, making it look all the whiter by con- 
trast. Her dress of crimson silk, cut very low, 
displayed to advantage the plump, dimpled shoul- 
ders, and full snowy bosom, and from a band of 
black velvet round her throat was suspended a 
heart-shaped locket, set with superb rubies and 
brilliants. A white satin petticoat covered with 
priceless old lace, over which the crimson silk 
gown, open in front, was looped high upon the hips, 
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and then swept back in a long, ample, richly trimmed 
train, completed the elegant toilet of Madame la 
Marquise. 

Jeanne, the favourite maid and confidante, held 
open the box of tiny, black “ mouches ” — without 
which no fashionable lady of that epoch considered 
herself fully equipped — while the Marquise placed 
one, with most happy effect, near the corner of her 
rather pretty mouth, and then hesitated some time 
before she could decide where to put the other, which 
she held ready on the tip of her forefinger. The two 
maids stood motionless, breathlessly watching their 
mistress, as if fully impressed with the importance 
of this grave question, until at last the little black 
star found a resting-place just above the edge of the 
crimson silk bodice, to the left — indicating, in the 
accepted hieroglyphics of that age of gallantry, that 
he who aspired to the lips of the fair wearer must 
first win her heart. 

After a last lingering look in the mirror Madame 
la Marquise rose and walked slowly towards the fire, 
but suddenly remembering that there was yet one 
adornment wanting, turned back, and took from a 
beautiful casket standing open on the toilet-table, a 
large, thick watch — called in those days a Nurem- 
berg egg — which was curiously enamelled in a 
variety of bright colours, and set with brilliants. It 
hung from a short, broad chain of rich workman- 
ship, which she hooked into her girdle, near another 
chain of the same description, from which depended 
a small hand-mirror in a pretty gold frame. 

“ Madame is looking her loveliest to-day,” said 
Jeanne in flattering tones; “her hair is dressed to 
perfection, and her gown fits like a glove.” 

“Do you really think so?” asked her mistress 
languidly, and with affected indifference. "It seems 
to me, on the contrary, that I am positively hideous. 
My eyes are sunken, and this colour makes me look 
immensely stout. I have half a mind to exchange 
this dress for a black one now. What do you think, 
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Jeanne? Black makes people look slender, they 
say.” 

“If madame insists upon it 1 can quickly make the 
exchange; but it would be a sad pity not to wear 
such an elegant and becoming costume as madamo 
has on now.” 

“ Well, let it be then ; but it will be all your fault, 
Jeanne, if I fail to receive as much admiration as 
usual this evening. Do you know whether the mar- 
quis has invited many people to come and sec this 
play ? ” 

“Yes, madamc, several messengers have been sent 
off on horseback in different directions, and there 
will be sure to be a large gathering — they will come 
from all the chateaux within driving distance — for 
such an occasion as this is rare, here in the depths 
of the country.” 

“You are right,” said Madamc la Marquise, with 
a deep sigh, which was almost a groan; “we are 
buried alive in this dreary place. And what about 
these players? — have you seen them, Jeanne? — are 
there any handsome young actors among them? ” 

“I have only had a glimpse of them, madame, and 
such people are so painted and fixed up, they say, 
that it is hard to tell what they really do look like; 
but there was one slender young man, with long, 
black curls and a very good figure, who had quite 
a grand air.” 

“That must be the lover, Jeanne, for it is always 
the best-looking young actor in the troupe who takes 
that part. It would be ridiculous, you know, to have 
a stout or a very ugly man, or even an awkward 
one, making declarations of love, and going down on 
their knees, and all that sort of thing — it would not 
do at all, Jeanne ! ” 

“No, madame, it would not be very nice,” said 
the maid with a merry laugh, adding shrewdly, “ and 
although it seems to make very little difference what 
husbands may be like, lovers should always be every- 
thing that is charming.” 
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“ I confess that I have a weakness for those stage 
gallants,” Madame la Marquise said with a little 
sigh, “they are so handsome, and so devoted — they 
always use such beautiful language, and make such 
graceful gestures — they are really irresistible. 1 
cannot help feeling \exed when their impassioned 
appeals arc received coldly, and they are driven to 
despair, as so often happens in plays ; I would like 
to call them to me and try to console them, the 
bewitching creatures ! ” 

" That is because madame has such a kind heart 
that she can’t bear to see any one suffer without 
trying to help and comfort them,” said the specious 
Jeanne. “Now I am of quite a different mind — 
nothing I would like better than to flout a senti- 
mental suitor; fine words would not gain any favour 
with me — I should distrust them.” 

“Oh! you don’t understand the matter, Jeanne! 
You have not read as many romances, or seen as 
many plays as I have. Did you say that young actor 
was very handsome? ” 

“Madame la Marquise can judge for herself,” 
answered the maid, who had gone to the window, 
“ for he is just crossing the court this blessed minute, 
on his way to the orangery, where they arc rigging 
up their theatre.” 

Madame la Marquise hastened to the window, and 
there was Leander in full view, walking along 
slowly, apparently lost in thought, and wearing a 
tender, sad expression, which he considered especi- 
ally effective and interesting — as we have said, he 
never for a moment forgot his r61c. As he drew 
near he looked up, as by a sudden inspiration, to the 
very window where the Marquise stood watching 
him, and instantly taking off his hat with a grand 
flourish, so that its long feather swept the ground, 
made a very low obeisance, such as courtiers make 
to a queen ; then drew himself up proudly to his full 
height, and darting an ardent glance of admiration 
and homage at the beautiful unknown, put on his 
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broad felt hat again and went composedly on his 
way. 1 1 was admirably well done; a genuine 
cavalier, familiar with all the gallant usages in 
vogue at court, could not have acquitted himself 
better. Flattered by this mark of respect for her 
rank and admiration of her beauty, so gracefully 
tendered, Madame la Marquise could not help ac- 
knowledging it by a slight bend of the head, and a 
little half suppressed smile. These favourable signs 
did not escape Leander, who, with his usual self- 
conceit, took a most exaggerated view of their 
import, lie did not for a moment doubt that the 
fair mistress of the chateau — for he took it for 
granted it was she — had fallen violently in love with 
him, then and there; he felt sure that he had read it 
in her eyes and her smile. His heart beat tumult- 
uously; he trembled with excitement; at last it had 
come ! the dream of his life was to be accomplished ; 
he, the poor, strolling player, had won the heart of 
a great lady ; his fortune was made ! He got 
through the rehearsal to which he had been sum- 
moned as best lie might, and the instant it was over 
hastened back to his own room, to indite an im- 
passioned appeal to his new divinity, and devise 
some means to insure its reaching her that same 
evening. 

As everything was in readiness the play was to 
begin as soon as the invited guests had all assembled. 
The orangery had been transformed into a charming 
little theatre, and was brilliantly lighted by many 
clusters of wax candles. Behind the spectators the 
orange trees had been arranged in rows, rising one 
above the other, and filled the air with their delicious 
fragrance. In the front row of seats, which was 
composed of luxurious arm-chairs, were to be seen 
the beautiful Yolande de Foix, the Duchesse de 
Montalban, the Baron d’Hagemeau, the Marquise 
de Bruy^res, and many other titled dames, resplen- 
dent in gorgeous array, and vicing with each other 
in magnificence and beauty. Rich velvets, brilliant 
G 
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satins, doth of silver and gold, misty laces, .gay 
ribbons, white feathers, tiaras of diamonds, strings 
of pearls, superb jewels, glittering in delicate shell- 
like ears, on white necks and rounded arms, were in 
profusion, and the scene would have graced the court 
itself. If the surpassingly lovely Yolande de Foix 
had not been present, several radiant mortal god- 
desses in the exceptionally brilliant assemblage 
might have made it difficult for a Paris to decide 
between their rival claims to the golden apple; but 
her beauty eclipsed them all, though it was rather 
that of the haughty Diana than the smiling Venus. 
Men raved about her, declared her irresistible, wor- 
shipped at her shrine, but never dared aspire to her 
love; one scornful glance from her cold blue eyes 
effectually extinguished any nascent hope, and the 
cruel beauty punished presumption as relentlessly, 
and won and flung away hearts with as much non- 
chalance, as ever did her i'mmortal prototype, the 
fair goddess of the chase. 

How was this exquisite creature dressed? It 
would require more calm than we are possessed of 
to venture upon a description of her perfect toilet; 
her raiment floated about her graceful form like a 
luminous cloud, in which one could think only of her- 
self ; we believe, however, that there were clusters 
of pearls nestling amid the bright curls that made 
an aureola — a veritable golden glory — about her 
beautiful head. 

Behind these fair ladies sat or stood the nobles 
and gentlemen who had the honour of being their 
fathers, husbands and brothers. Some were lean- 
ing forward to whisper soft nothings and dainty 
compliments into willing ears, others lounging and 
fanning themselves lazily with their broad felt hats, 
and others still standing in the background looking 
admiringly at the pretty group before them. The 
hum of conversation filled the air, and a slight im- 
patience was just beginning to manifest itself among 
the waiting audience, when the traditional three 
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knocks were heard, and all suddenly subsided into 
silence. 

The bouffonnade, played with great spirit, was 
enthusiastically applauded. The gentlemen were 
charmed with the mischievous, coquettish soubrette, 
who was fairly radiant with beauty that evening; 
the ladies were greatly pleased with Isabelle’s refine- 
ment and modesty ; whilst Matamore received the 
well merited encomium? of all. It would have been 
impossible to find, even in the great Parisian 
theatres, an actor better fitted for the part he had 
played so admirably. Leander was much admired 
by all the younger ladies, but the gentlemen agreed, 
without a dissenting voice, that he was a horridly 
conceited coxcomb. Wherever he appeared indeed 
this was the universal verdict, with which he was 
perfectly content — caring far more for his handsome 
person, and the effect it produced upon the fair sex, 
than for his art; though, to do him justice, he was 
a very good actor. Serafina’s beauty did not fail 
to find admirers, and more than one young gentle- 
man swore by his moustache that she was an ador- 
able creature— quite regardless of the displeasure of 
the fair ladies within hearing. 

During the play, de Sigognac, hidden in the 
coulisses, had enjoyed intensely Isabelle’s charming 
rendering of her part, though he was more than a 
little jealous of the favour she apparently bestowed 
upon Leander — and especially at the tender tone of 
her voice whenever she spoke to him — not being yet 
accustomed to the feigned love-making on the stage, 
which often covers profound antipathies and real 
enmity. When the play was over, he complimented 
the young actress with a- constrained, embarrassed 
air, which she could not help remarking, and per- 
fectly understood. 

“You play that part admirably, Isabelle! so well 
that one might almost think there was some truth 
in it.” 

“Is it not m3' dut)' to do so?” she asked smil- 
G 2 
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ingly, secretly pleased at his displeasure; “did not 
the manager engage me for that? ” 

“Doubtless,” de Sigognac replied, “but you 
seemed to be really in love with that conceited 
fellow, who never thinks of anything but his own 
good looks, and how to display them to the best 
advantage.” 

“ But the role required it. You surely would not 
have had me play it as if he disgusted me ! besides, 
did I not preserve throughout the quiet demeanour 
of a well-bred, respectable girl? If 1 failed in that 
you must tell me how and where, so that I may 
endeavour to correct it in future.” 

“ Oh no ! you appeared from the beginning to the 
end like a modest, retiring, young lady — no, there is 
no fault to be found with you in that respect; your 
acting was inimitable — so graceful, ladylike, and 
easy — but withal so true to nature that it was almost 
too real.” 

“ My dear baron, they are putting out the lights ; 
everybody has gone but ourselves, and we shall be 
left in the dark if we don’t make haste. Be good 
enough to throw this cloak around my shoulders and 
accompany me to the chfiteau.” 

De Sigognac acquitted himself of this novel duty 
with less awkwardness than might have been ex- 
pected, though his hands trembled a little, and he 
felt an almost irresistible desire to take her into his 
arms as he wrapped the mantle round her slender 
form; but he restrained himself, and respectfully 
offering his arm led her out of the orangery, which 
by this time was entirely deserted. It was, as we 
have said, at a little distance from the chfiteau, and 
on the level of the park, lower than the mansion, 
which stood on a high terrace, with a handsome 
stone balustrade at the edge, supporting at regular 
intervals large vases filled with blooming plants, in 
the pretty Italian fashion. A broad, easy flight of 
stone steps led up to the terrace, affording in their 
ascent a most imposing view of the chfiteau, which 
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loomed up grandly against the evening sky. Many 
of the windows on this side were lighted, whilst the 
others glistened brightly as the silvery moonbeams 
struck upon them — as did also the dewdrops on the 
shrubbery and the grass-plots — as if a shower of 
diamonds had fallen on this favoured spot. Looking 
towards the park, the long vistas cut through the 
wood, losing themselves in the hazy blue of the dis- 
tance, called to mind Breughel’s famous picture of 
Paradise, or else disclosed the far-away gleam of 
a marble statue, or the spray of a misty fountain 
sparkling in the moonlight. 

Isabelle and de Sigognac slowly ascended the 
broad steps, pausing frequently to turn and look 
back at this enchanting scene, and charmed with the 
beauty of the night walked for a little while to and 
fro upon the terrace before retiring to their rooms. 
As they were in full sight of the windows, and it 
was not yet very late, the modest young girl felt 
that there could be no impropriety in this little in- 
dulgence; and besides, the baron’s extreme timidity 
was very reassuring to her, and she knew that he 
would not presume upon the favour accorded to him. 
He had not made a formal avowal of his love to her, 
but she was as well aware of it as if he had, and 
also of his profound respect for her, which sentiment 
is indeed always an accompaniment of a worthy 
passion. She knew herself beloved — the knowledge 
was very sweet to her — and she felt herself safe 
from all fear of offence in the company of this 
honourable gentleman and true lover. With the 
delicious embarrassment of nascent, unavowed love, 
this young couple wandering by moonlight in a 
lonely garden, side by side, arm in arm, only ex- 
changed the most insignificant, commonplace re- 
marks; but if no undercurrent was betrayed by 
actual words, the trembling voices, long pauses, 
stifled sighs, and low, confidential tones told of 
strong emotions beneath this quiet surface. 

The chamber assigned to the beautiful Yolande de 
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Foix, near that of Madame la Marquise, was on this 
side of the chateau, overlooking the park, and after 
she had dismissed her maid, she went to the window 
to look out once more upon the exceeding beauty of 
the night, and caught sight of de Sigognac and 
Isabelle, pacing slowly back and forth on the terrace 
below, without any other company than their own 
shadows. Assuredly the disdainful Yolande, haughty 
as a goddess, could never have felt anything but 
scorn for our poor young baron, past whom she had 
sometimes flashed in a whirlwind of light and noise 
in the chase, and whom she had so recently cruelly 
insulted ; but still it displeased her to see him devot- 
ing himself thus to a beautiful young girl, to whom 
he was undoubtedly making love at that very 
moment. She had regarded him as her own humble 
vassal — for she had not failed to read the passionate 
admiration in his eyes whenever they met her own 
— and could not brook his shaking off his allegi- 
ance thus; her slaves ought to live and die in her 
service, even though their fidelity were never re- 
warded by a single smile. She watched them, with 
a frowning brow, until they disappeared, and -then 
sought her couch in anything but a tranquil mood, 
haunted by the lover-like pair that had so roused 
her wrath, and still kept her long awake. 

De Sigognac escorted Isabelle to the door of her 
chamber, where he bade her good-night, and as he 
turned away towards his own, saw, at the end of the 
corridor, a mysterious looking individual closely 
wrapped in a large cloak, with one end thrown over 
the shoulder in Spanish fashion, and so drawn up 
round his face that only the eyes were visible; a 
slouch hat concealed his forehead, so that he was 
completely disguised, yet he drew back hurriedly 
into a dark corner when de Sigognac turned towards 
him, as if to avoid his notice. The baron knew that 
the comedians had all gone to their rooms already, 
and besides, it could not be one of them, for the 
tyrant was much larger and taller, the pedant a 
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great deal stouter, Leander more slender, Matamore 
much thinner, and Scapin of quite a different make. 
Not wishing to appear curious, or to annoy the 
unknown in any way, de Sigognac hastened to enter 
his own room — not however without having ob- 
served that the door of the tapestry-hung chamber 
stood ajar. When he had closed His, he heard 
stealthy footsteps approaching, and presently a bolt 
shot home softly, then profound silence. 

About an hour later, Leander opened his door as 
quietly as possible, looked carefully to see if the 
corridor was empty, and then, stepping as lightly 
and cautiously as a gypsy performing the famous 
egg-dance, traversed its whole length, reached the 
staircase, which he descended as noiselessly as the 
phantoms in a haunted castle, and passed out into 
the moonlight; he crept along in the shadow of the 
wall and of some thick shrubbery, went down the 
steps into the park, and made his way to a sort of 
bower, where stood a charming statue of the mis- 
chievous little god of love, with his finger on his lip 
— an appropriate presiding genius of a secret ren- 
dezvous, as this evidently must be. Here he stopped 
and waited, anxiously watching the path by which 
he had come, and listening intently to catch the first 
sound of approaching footsteps. 

We have already related how Leander, encouraged 
by the smile with which Madame la Marquise ac- 
knowledged his salutation, and convinced that she 
was smitten with his beauty and grace, had made 
bold to address a letter to her, which he bribed 
Jeanne to place secretly upon her mistress’s toilet- 
table, where she would be sure to see it. This letter 
we copy here at length, so as to give an idea of the 
style of composition employed by Leander in address- 
ing the great ladies of whose favours he boasted so 
loudly. 

“Madame, or rather fair goddess of beauty, do 
not blame anything but your own incomparable 
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charms for this intrusion upon you. I am forced 
by their radiance to emerge from the deep shadow 
in which I should remain shrouded, and approach 
their dazzling brilliancy — just as the dolphins are 
attracted from the depths of ocean by the brightness 
of the fisherman’s lanterns, though they are, alas 1 
to find destruction there, and perish by the sharp 
harpoons hurled pitilessly at them with unerring 
aim. I know but too well that the waves will be 
reddened by my blood; but as I cannot live without 
your favour, I do not fear to meet death thus. It 
may be strangely audacious on my part to pretend 
to the privileges of gods and demi-gods — to die by 
your fair hand — but I dare to aspire to it; being 
already in despair, nothing worse can come to me, 
and I would rather incur your wrath than your 
scorn, or your disdain. In order to direct the fatal 
blow aright, the executioner must look upon his 
victim, and I shall have, in yielding up my life under 
your fair, cruel hand, the supreme delight of being 
for one blissful moment the object of your regard. 
Yes, I love you, madame 1 I adore you ! And if it 
be a crime, I cannot repent of it. God suffers him- 
self to be adored; the stars receive the admiration 
of the humblest' shepherd ; it is the fate of all such 
lofty perfection as yours to be beloved, adored, only 
by inferior beings, since it has not its equal upon 
earth, nor scarcely indeed in heaven. I, alas 1 am 
but a poor, wandering actor, yet were I a haughty 
duke or prince, my head would not be on a level 
with your beauteous feet, and there would be, all the 
same, between your heavenly height and my kneel- 
ing adoration, as great a distance as from the soar- 
ing summit of the loftiest alp to the yawning abyss 
far, far below. You must always stoop to reach a 
heart that adores you. I dare to say, madame, that 
mine is as proud as it is tender, and she who would 
deign not to repulse it, would find in it the most 
ardent love, the most perfect delicacy, the most 
absolute respect, and unbounded devotion. Besides, 



At the Chciteau de Bruyeres 89 

if such divine happiness be accorded me, your in- 
dulgence would not have to stoop so low as you 
might fancy. Though reduced by an adverse 
destiny, and the jealous hatred of one of the great 
ones of the earth, who must be nameless, to the 
.dire necessity of hiding myself under this disguise, 
I am not what I seem. I do not need to blush for 
my birth — rather 1 may glory in it. If I dared to 
betraj r the secrecy imposed upon me, for reasons of 
state, I could prove to you that most illustrious 
blood runs in my veins. Whoever may love me, 
noble though she be, will not degrade herself. But 
I have already said too much — my lips are sealed. 
I shall never be other than the humblest, most 
devoted of your slaves ; even though, by one of those 
strange coincidences that happen sometimes in real 
life, I should come to be recognized by all the world 
as a king’s son. If in your great goodness you will 
condescend to show me, fair goddess of beautjq by 
the slightest sign, that my boldness has not angered 
you, I shall die happy, consumed by the burning 
brightness of your eyes upon the funeral pvre of my 
love.” 

How would Madame la Marquise have received 
this ardent epistle? which had perhaps done him 
good service already more than once. Would she 
have looked favourably upon her humble suitor? — 
who can tell? — for the feminine heart is past com- 
prehension. Unfortunately the letter did not reach 
her. Being entirely taken up with great ladies, 
Leander overlooked their waiting-maids, and did not 
trouble himself to show them any attentions or 
gallantries — wherein he made a sad mistake — for if 
the pistoles he gave to Jeanne, with his precious 
epistle, had been supplemented by a few kisses and 
compliments, she would have taken far more pains 
to execute his commission. As she held the letter 
carelessly in her hand, the marquis chanced to pass 
by, and asked her idly what she had got there. 
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“ Oh ! nothing' much,” she answered scornfully, 
“only a note from Mr. Leander to Madame la 
Marquise. ” 

“From Leander? that jackanapes who plays the 
lover in the Rodomontades of Captain Matamore? 
What in the world can he have to say to Madame 
la Marquise? Doubtless he asks for a gratuity ! ” 

“I don’t think so,” said the spiteful waiting-maid; 
“when he gave me this letter he sighed, and rolled 
up his eyes like a love-sick swain.” 

"Give me the letter,” said the Marquis, “7 will 
answer it — and don’t say anything about it to your 
mistress. Such chaps are apt to be impertinent— 
they are spoiled by admiration, and sometimes pre- 
sume upon it.” 

The marquis, who dearly loved a joke, amused 
himself by answering Leander’s extraordinary epistle 
with one in much the same style — written in a 
delicate, ladylike hand upon perfumed paper, and 
sealed with a fanciful device — altogether a produc- 
tion well calculated to deceive the poor devil, and 
confirm him in his ridiculous fancies. Accordingly, 
when he regained his bed-chamber after the play 
was over, he found upon his dressing-table a note 
addressed to himself. He hastened to open it, 
trembling from head to foot with excitement and 
delight, and read as follows : “ It is true, as you say 
so eloquently — too eloquently for my peace of mind 
— that goddesses can only love mortals. At eleven 
o’clock, when all the world is sunk in slumber, and 
no prying human eyes open to gaze upon her, Diana 
will quit her place in the skies above and descend to 
earth, to visit the gentle shepherd, Endymion — not 
upon Mount Latmus, but in the park— at the foot of 
the statue of silent love. The handsome shepherd 
must be sure to have fallen asleep ere Diana appears, 
so as not to shock the modesty of the immortal god- 
dess — who will come without her cortege of nymphs, 
wrapped in a cloud and devoid of her silvery 
radiance.” 
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We will leave to the reader’s imagination the 
delirious joy that filled to overflowing the foolish 
heart of the susceptible Leandcr, who was fooled to 
the top of his bent, when he read this precious note, 
which exceeded his wildest hopes. He immediately 
began his preparations to play the part of Endymion 
— poured a whole bottle of perfume upon his hair 
and hands, chewed a flower of mace to make his 
breath sweet, twisted his glossy curls daintily round 
his white fingers — though not a hair was awry — and 
then waited impatiently for the moment when he 
should set forth to seek the rendezvous at the foot 
of the statue of silent love — where we left him 
anxiously awaiting the arrival of his goddess. He 
shivered nervously from excitement, and the pene- 
trating chillness of the damp night air, as he stood 
motionless at the appointed spot. He trembled at 
the falling of a leaf — the crackling of the gravel 
under his feet whenever he moved them sounded so 
loud in his ears that he felt sure it would be heard at 
the chateau. The mysterious darkness of the wood 
filled him with awe, and the great, black trees 
seemed like terrible genii, threatening him. The 
poor wretch was not exactly frightened, but not very 
far from it. Madame la Marquise was tardy — 
Diana was leaving her faithful Endymion too long 
cooling his heels in the heavy night dew. At last 
he thought he heard heavy footsteps approaching — 
but they could not be those of his goddess — he must 
be mistaken — goddesses glide so lightly over the 
sward that not even a blade of grass is crushed 
beneath their feet — and, indeed, all was silent again. 

“ Unless Madame la Marquise comes qtiickly, I 
fear she will find only a half-frozen lover, instead of 
an ardent, impatient one,” murmured Leander with 
chattering teeth ; and even as the words escaped 
him four dark shadows advanced noiselessly from 
behind upon the expectant gallant. Two of these 
shadows, which were the substantial bodies of stout 
rascals in the service of the Marquis de Bruybres, 
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seized him suddenly by the arms, which they held 
pinioned closely to his sides, while the other two 
proceeded to rain blows alternately upon his back — 
keeping perfect time as their strokes fell thick and 
fast. Too proud to run the risk of making his woes 
public by an outcry, their astonished victim took his 
punishment bravely — without making a sound. 
Mutius Scaevola did not bear himself more heroically 
while his right hand lay among the burning coals 
upon the altar in the presence of Porsenna, than did 
Leander under his severe chastisement. When it 
was finished the two men let go of their prisoner, all 
four saluted him gravely, and retired as noiselessly 
as they had come, without a single word being 
spoken. 

What a terrible fall was this ! that famous one of 
Icarus himself, tumbling down headlong from the 
near neighbourhood of the sun, was not a greater. 
Battered, bruised, sore, and aching all over, poor 
Leander, crestfallen and forlorn, limping painfully, 
and suppressing his groans with Spartan resolution, 
crept slowly back to his own room; but so over- 
weening was his self-conceit that he never even 
suspected that a trick had been played upon him. 
He said to himself that without doubt Madame la 
Marquise had been watched and followed by her 
jealous husband, who had overtaken her before she 
reached the rendezvous in the park, carried her back 
to the chfiteau by main strength, and forced her, 
with a poniard at her throat, to confess all. He 
pictured her to himself on her knees, with streaming 
eyes, disordered dress and dishevelled hair, implor- 
ing her stern lord and master to be merciful — to 
have pity upon her and forgive her this once — 
vowing by all she held sacred never to be faithless to 
him again, even in thought. Suffering and miser- 
able as he was after his tremendous thrashing, he yet 
pitied and grieved over the poor lady who had put 
herself in such peril for his sake, never dreaming 
that she was in blissful ignorance of the whole affair, 
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and at that very moment sleeping peacefully in her 
luxurious bed. As the poor fellow crept cautiously 
and painfully along the corridor leading to his room 
and to those of the other members of the troupe he 
had the misfortune to be detected by Scapin, who, 
evidently.on the watch for him, was peeping out of 
his own half-open door, grinning, grimacing, and 
gesticulating significantly, as he noted the other’s 
limping gait and drooping figure. In vain did 
Leander strive to straighten himself up and assume 
a gay, careless air ; his malicious tormentor was not 
in the least taken in by it. 

The next morning the comedians prepared to 
resume their journey ; no longer, however, in the 
slow-moving, groaning ox-cart, which they were 
glad, indeed, to exchange for the more roomy, 
commodious vehicle that the tyrant had been able to 
hire for them — thanks to the marquis’s liberality — 
in which they could bestow themselves and their 
belongings comfortably, and to which were har- 
nessed four stout draught horses. 

Leander and Zerbine was both rather late in 
rising, and the last to make their appearance — the 
former with a doleful countenance, despite his best 
efforts to conceal his sufferings under a cheerful 
exterior, the latter beaming with satisfaction, and 
with smiles for everybody. She was decidedly in- 
clined to be munificent towards her companions, and 
bestow upon them some of the rich spoils that ha$l 
fallen plentifully to her share — taking quite a new 
position among them — even the duenna treating her 
with a certain obsequious, wheedling consideration, 
which she had been far from ever showing her 
before. Scapin, whose keen observation nothing 
ever escaped, noticed that her box had suddenly 
doubled in weight, by some magic or other, and 
drew his own conclusions therefrom. Zerbine was 
a universal favourite, and no one begrudged her her 
good fortune, save Serafina, who bit her lip till it 
bled, and murmured indignantly, "Shameless crea- 
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ture ! ” but the soubrette pretended not to hear it, 
content for the moment with the signal humiliation 
of the arch-coquette. 

At last the new Thespian chariot was ready for a 
start, and our travellers bade adieu to the hospitable 
chateau, where they had been so honourably received 
and so generously treated,' and which they all, 
excepting poor Leander, quitted with regret. The 
tyrant dwelt upon the bountiful supply of coins he 
had received ; the pedant upon the capital wines of 
which he had drank his fill; Matamore upon the 
enthusiastic applause that had been lavished upon 
him by that aristocratic audience; Zerbine upon the 
pieces of rich silk, the golden necklaces and other 
like treasures with which her chest was replete — 
no wonder that it was heavy — while de Sigognac 
and Isabelle, thinking only of each other, and happy 
in being together, did not even turn their heads for 
one last glimpse of the handsome Chateau de 
Bruyires. . . . Their feelings of content, of happi- 
ness were, alas ! to end all too soon. They were 
attacked by a party of scoundrelly men looking like 
peasants. De Sigognac and the Tyrant did wonders, 
but poor Matamore fell and was lost to them. A 
sad scene followed — for they had to bury their com- 
rade by the roadside hard by where he perished. 



CHAPTER VI 

CAPTAIN FRACASSE 

The comedians now pushed forward at first as 
rapidly as the strength of their horses — resuscitated 
by a night’s rest in a comfortable stable, and a gener- 
ous feed of oats — would allow; it being important to 
put a good distance between themselves and the 
infuriated peasants who had been repulsed by de 
Sigognac and the tyrant. They plodded on for more 
than two leagues in profound silence, for poor Mata- 
more’s sad fate weighed heavily upon their hearts, 
and each one thought, with a shudder, that the 
day might come when he too would die, and be 
buried secretly and in haste, in some lonely and 
neglected spot by the roadside, wherever they 
chanced to be, and there abandoned by his com- 
rades. At last Blazius, whose tongue was scarcely 
ever at rest, save when he slept, could restrain it 
no longer, and began to expatiate upon the mourn- 
ful theme of which all were thinking, embellishing 
his discourse with many apt quotations, apothegms 
and maxims, of which in his part of pedant he had 
an ample store laid up in his memory. The tyrant 
listened in silence, but with such a scowling, pre- 
occupied air that Blazius finally observed it, and 
broke off his eloquent disquisition abruptly to 
inquire what he was cogitating so intently. 

" “I am thinking about Milo, the celebrated 
Crotonian,” he replied, “who killed a bullock with 
one blow of his fist, and devoured it in a single 
day. I always have admired that exploit particu- 
larly; and I feel as if I could do as much myself 
to-day.” 
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in a manner to make themselves, and all their com- 
panions in misery, doubly unhappy. But his atten- 
tion was quickly absorbed in his anxiety .about 
Isabelle, who was deathly pale, and shivering' until 
her teeth chattered, though she did her utmost to 
conceal her suffering condition, and to laugh with 
the rest. Her wraps were sadly insufficient to pro- 
tect her properly from such extreme cold as they 
were exposed to then, and dc Sigognac, who was 
sitting beside her, insisted upon sharing his cloak 
with her — though she protested against his depriv- 
ing himself of so much of it — and beneath its friendly 
shelter gently drew her slender, shrinking form close 
to himself, so as to impart some of his own vital 
warmth to her. She could feel the quickened beat- 
ing of his heart as he held her respectfully, yet 
firmly and tenderly, embraced, and he was soon 
rewarded for his loving care by seeing the colour 
return to her pale lips, the happy light to her sweet 
eyes, and even a faint flush appear on her delicate 
cheeks. 


While they were eating — or rather making believe 
to eat their make-believe breakfast — a singular noise 
was heard near by, to which at first they paid no 
particular attention, thinking it was the wind whist- 
IjHg through the matted branches of the thicket, 
if they thought of it at all ; but presently it grew 
louder, and they could not imagine what it pro- 
ceeded from. It was a sort of hissing sound, at 
once shrill and hoarse, quite impossible to describe 
accurately. As it grew louder and louder, and 
seemed to be approaching them, the women mani- 
tested some alarm. 

Oh ! shrieked Serafina, “ I hope it’s not a 
snake ; I shall die if it is ; I am so terrified by the 
horrid, crawling creatures.” 

‘'But it can’t possibly be a snake,” said -Leander, 
reassuringly; ‘in such cold weather as this the 
sna ves are all torpid and lying in their holes under- 
ground, stiffer than so many sticks.” 
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“Leander is right,” added the pedant, “this can- 
not be a snake ; and besides, snakes never make such 
a sound as that at any time. It must proceed from 
some wild creature of the wood that our invasion 
has disturbed ; perhaps we may be lucky enough 
to capture it and find it edible; that would be a 
piece of good fortune, indeed, quite like a fairy- 
tale.” 

Meantime Scapin was listening attentively to the 
strange, incomprehensible sound, and watching 
keenly that part of the thicket from which it seemed 
to come. Presently a movement of the underbrush 
became noticeable, and just as he motioned to the 
company to keep perfectly quiet a magnificent big 
gander emerged from the bushes — stretching out his 
long neck, hissing with all his might, and waddling 
along with a sort of stupid majesty that was most 
diverting — closely followed by two geese, his good, 
simple-minded, confiding wives, in humble attend- 
ance upon their infuriated lord and master. 

“Don’t stir, any of you,” said Scapin, under his 
breath, “and I will endeavour to capture this splendid 
prize — ” with which the clever scamp crept softly 
round behind his companions, who were still seated 
in a circle on the rug, so lightly that he made not 
the slightest sound ; and while the gander — who with 
his two followers had stopped short at sight of the 
intruders — was intently examining them, with some 
curiosity mingled with his angry defiance, and ap- 
parently wondering in his stupid way how these 
mysterious figures came to be in that usualfy de- 
serted spot, Scapin succeeded, by making a wide 
detour, in getting behind the three geese unseen, and 
noiselessly advancing upon them, with one rapid, 
dexterous movement, threw his large heavy cloak 
over the coveted prize. In another instant he had 
the struggling gander, still enveloped in the cloak, 
in his arms, and, by compressing his neck tightly, 
quickly put an end to his resistance — and his exist- 
ence at the same time; while his two wives, or rather 
H 2 
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widows, rushed back into the thick underbrush to 
avoid a like fate, making a great cackling and ado 
over the terrible catastrophe that had befallen their 
quondam lord and master. 

“ Bravo, Scapin 1 that was a clever trick indeed,” 
cried Herode; “it throws those you are so often 
applauded for on the stage quite into the shade — a 
masterpiece of strategy, friend Scapin 3 — for, as is 
well known, geese are by nature very vigilant, and 
never caught off their guard — of which history gives 
us a notable instance, in the watchfulness of the 
sacred geese of the Capitol, whose loud cackling in 
the dead of night at the stealthy approach of the 
Gauls woke the sleeping soldiers to a sense of their 
danger just in time to save Rome. This splendid 
big fellow here saves us — after another fashion it is 
true, but one which is no less providential.” 

“Now,” said Hdrodc, when nothing remained of 
the goose but its well-picked bones, “we must try 
to decide upon what is best to be done. Only three 
or four pistoles are left in the exchequer, and my 
office as treasurer bids fair to become a sinecure. 
We have been so unfortunate as to lose two valuable 
members of the troupe, Zerbine and poor Matamore, 
rendering many of our best plays impossible for us, 
and at any rate we cannot give dramatic representa- 
tions that would bring in much money here in the 
fields, where our audience would be mainly composed 
of crows, jackdaws and magpies — who could scarcely 
he expected to pay us very liberally for our enter- 
tainment. With that poor, miserable old horse 
there, slowly dying between the shafts of our chariot, 
hardly able to drag one foot after another, we can- 
not reasonably expect to reach Poitiers in less than 
two days — if we do then — and our situation is an 
unpleasantly tragic one, for we run the risk of being 
frozen or starved to death by the wayside ; fat geese, 
already roasted, do not emerge from every thicket, 
you know.” 

“You state the case very clearly,” the pedant said 
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as he paused, “and make the evil very apparent, but 
you don't say a word about the remedy.” 

“My idea is,” rejoined Hirode, “to stop at the 
first village we come to and give an entertainment. 
AH work in the fields is at a standstill now, and the 
peasants are idle in consequence; they will be only 
too delighted at the prospect of a little amusement. 
Somebody will let us have his barn for our theatre, 
and Scapin shall go round the town beating the 
drum, and announcing our programme, adding - this 
important clause, that all those who cannot pay for 
their places in money may do so in provisions. A 
fowl, a ham, or a jug - of wine, will secure a seat in 
the first row; a pair of pigeons, a dozen eggs, or a 
loaf of bread, in the second, and so on down. 
Peasants are proverbially stingy with their money, 
but will be liberal enough with their provisions ; and 
though our purse will not be replenished, our larder 
will, which is equally important, since our very lives 
depend upon it. After that we can push on to 
Poitiers, and I know an inn-keeper there who will 
give us credit until we have had time to fill our purse 
again, and get our finances in good order.” 

“But what piece can we play, in case we find our 
village?” asked Scapin. “Our repertoire is sadly 
reduced, you know. Tragedies and even the better 
class of comedies, would be all Greek to the stupid 
rustics, utterly ignorant as they are of history or 
fable, and scarcely even understanding the French 
language. The only thing to give them would be a 
roaring farce, with plenty of funny by-play, resound- 
ing blows, kicks and cuffs, ridiculous tumbles, and 
absurdities within their limited comprehension. The 
Rodomontades of Captain Matamore would be the 
very thing; but that is out of our power now that 
poor Matamore is dead.” 

When Scapin paused, de Sigognac made a sign 
with his hand that he ■wished to speak, and all the 
company turned respectful!}' towards him to listen 
to _what he had to say. A little flush spread itself 
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over his pale countenance, and it was only after a 
brief but sharp struggle with himself that he opened 
his tightly compressed lips, and addressed his 
expectant audience, as follows : “ Although I do not 
possess poor Matamore’s talent, I can almost rival 
him in thinness, and I will take his rdle, and do 
the best I can with it. I am your comrade, and I 
want to do my part in this strait we find ourselves 
in. I should be ashamed to share your prosperity, 
as I have done, and not aid you, so far as lies in 
my power, in your adversity, and this is the only 
way in which I can assist you. There is no one in 
the whole world to care what may become of the 
de Sigognacs; my house is crumbling" into dust over 
the tombs of my ancestors ; oblivion covers my once 
glorious name, and the arms of my family arc almost 
obliterated above the deserted entrance to the 
Chdteau de Sigognac. Perhaps I may yet see the 
three golden storks shine out brilliantly’ upon my 
shield, and life, prosperity, and happiness return to 
the desolate abode where my sad, hopeless youth 
was spent. But in the meantime, since to you I 
owe my escape from that dreary seclusion, I beg you 
to accept me freely as your comrade, and my poor 
services as such ; to you I am no longer de 
Sigognac.” 

Isabelle had laid her hand on bis arm at his first 
sentence, as soon as she comprehended what he 
meant to say, to try to stop him, and here she made 
another effort to interrupt; but for once he would 
not heed her, and continued, “ I renounce my title 
of baron for the present ; I fold it up and put it away 
at the bottom of my portmanteau, like a garment 
that is laid aside. Do not make use of it again, I 
pray you; we will see whether under a new name ’I 
may not succeed in escaping from the ill fortune that 
has thus far pursued me as the Baron de Sigognac. 
Henceforth then I take poor Matamore’s place, and 
my name is Captain Fracasse.” 

"Bravo! vive Captain Fracasse!” cried they all, 
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with enthusiasm, “may applause greet and follow 
Him wherever he goes.” 

Everything being thus satisfactorily arranged, the 
old horse was harnessed up again, and the chariot 
moved slowly forward on its way. Their good meal 
had revived everybody’s drooping spirits, and they 
all, excepting the duenna and Serafina, who never 
walked if they could possibly help it, trudged cheerily 
along, laughing and talking as they went. 

Isabelle had taken de Sigognac’s offered arm, and 
leaned on it proudly, glancing furtively up into his 
face, whenever he was looking away from her, with 
eyes full of tenderness and loving admiration, never 
suspecting, in her modesty, that it was for love of 
her that he had decided to turn actor — a thing so 
revolting, as she knew, to his pride as a gentleman. 
He was a hero in her eyes, and though she wished 
to reproach him for his hasty action, which she would 
have prevented if she could, she had not the heart 
to find fault with him for his noble deration to the 
common cause after all. Yet she would have done 
anything, suffered everything herself, to have saved 
him this humiliation ; hers being one of those true, 
loyal hearts that forget themselves in their love, and 
think only of the interests and happiness of the being 
beloved. She walked on beside him until her 
strength was exhausted, and then returned to her 
place in the chariot, giving him a look so eloquent 
of love and admiration, £fs he carefully drew her 
wraps about her, that his heart bounded with joy, 
and he felt that no sacrifice could be too great which 
' was made for her sweet sake. 

In every direction around them, as far as the eye 
could reach, the snow-covered country was utterly 
devoid of town, village or hamlet; not a sign of life 
was anywhere to be seen. 

“A sorry prospect for our fine plan,” said the 
pedant, after a searching examination of their sur- 
roundings, “and I very much fear that the plentiful 
store of provisions Herode promised us will not be 
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blessed star yonder, whose rays shine far out into 
the darkness, is a light burning in some warm, com- 
fortable room, which forms — heaven be praised ! — 
part of the habitation of human and civilized beings. 
Without doubt there is a bright fire blazing on the 
hearth in that cosy room, and over it hangs a famous 
big pot, from which issue puffs of a delicious odour 
— oh, delightful thought 1 — round .which my imagina- 
tion holds high revel, and in fancy I wash down with 
generous wine the savour}' morsels from that 
glorious pot.” 

“You rave, my good Blazius,” said the tyrant, 
“the frost must have gotten into your brain — that 
makes men mad, they say, or silly. Yet there is 
some method in your madness, some truth in your 
ravings, for yonder light must indicate an inhabited 
dwelling. This renders a change in the plans for 
our campaign advisable. We will all go forward 
together towards the promised refuge, and leave 
the chariot where it is ; no robbers will be abroad 
on such a night as this to interfere with its contents. 
We will take our few valuables — they are not so 
numerous or weighty but that we can carry them 
with us ; for once it is an advantage that our pos- 
sessions are few. To-morrow morning we will 
come back to fetch the chariot : now, forward, 
march 1 — and it is time, for I am nearly frozen to 
death.” 

The comedians accordingly started across the 
fields, towards the friendly light that promised them 
so much — Isabelle supported by de Sigognac, Sera- 
fina by Leander, and the duenna dragged along by 
Scapin ; while Blazius and the tyrant formed the 
advance guard. It was not easy work; sometimes 
plunging into deep snow, more than knee high, as “ 
they came upon a ditch, hidden completely under 
the treacherously smooth white surface, or stumb- 
ling, and even falling more than once, over some 
unseen obstacle ; but at length they came up to 
what seemed to be a large, low building, probably 
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a farm house, surrounded by stone walls, with a big 
gate for carts to enter. In the expanse of dark 
wall before them shone the light which had guided 
their steps, and upon approaching they found it 
proceeded from a small window, whose shutters — 
most fortunately for them, poor, lost wanderers — 
had not yet been closed. The dogs within the 
enclosure, perceiving the approach of strangers, 
began to bark loudly and rush about the yard; they 
could hear them jumping tip at the walls in vain 
efforts to get at the intruders. Presently the sound 
of a man’s voice and footsteps mingled with their 
barking, and in a moment the whole establishment 
seemed to be on the alert. 

“Stay here, nil of you,” said the pedant, halting 
at a little distance from the gate, “ and let me go 
forward alone to knock for admission. Our num- 
bers might alarm the good people of the farm, and 
lead them to fancy us a band of robbers, with 
designs upon their rustic Penates ; as I am old, 
and inoffensive looking, they will not be afraid of 
me.” 

This advice was approved by all, and Blazius, 
going forward by himself, knocked gently at the 
great gate, which was first opened cautiously just a 
very little, then flung impetuously back ; and then 
the comedians, from their outpost in the snow, saw 
a most extraordinary and inexplicable scene enacted 
before their astonished eyes. The pedant and the 
farmer who had opened the gate, after gazing at 
each other a moment intently, by the light of the 
lantern which the latter held up to see what manner 
of man his nocturnal visitor might be, and after 
exchanging rapidly a few words, that the others 
could not hear, accompanied by wild gesticulations, 
rushed into each other's arms, and began pound- 
ing each other heartily upon the back — mutually 
bestowing resounding accolades — as is the manner 
upon the stage of expressing joy at meeting a dear 
friend. Emboldened by this cordial reception, 
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which yet was a mystery to them, the rest of 
the troupe ventured to approach, though slowly 
and timidty. 

“ Halloa ! all of you there,” cried the pedant sud- 
denly, in a joyful voice, “come on without fear, you 
will be made welcome by a friend and a brother, a 
world-famed member of our profession, the darling 
of Thespis, the favourite of Thalia, no less a person- 
age than the celebrated Bellombre — you all know 
his glorious record. Blessed is the happy chance 
that has directed our steps hither, to the philosophic 
retreat where this histrionic hero reposes tranquilly 
upon his laurels.” 

“Come in, I pray you, ladies and gentlemen,” 
said Bellombre, advancing to meet them, with a 
graceful courtesy which proved that the actor had 
not put aside his elegant, courtly manners when he 
donned his peasant dress. “Come in quickly out of 
this biting wind ; my dwelling is rude and homely, 
but you will be better off within it than here in the 
open air.” 

They needed no urging, and joyfully accepting his 
kind invitation followed their host into the house, 
charmed with this unhoped-for good fortune. Blazius 
and Bellombre were old acquaintances, and had 
formerly been members of the same troupe; as their 
respective rbles did not clash there was no rivalry 
between them, and they had become fast friends — 
being fellow-worshippers at the shrine of the merry 
god of wine. Bellombre had retired from the stage 
some years before, when at his father’s death he 
inherited this farm and a small fortune. 

The room into which he led his guests was very 
spacious, and served both as kitchen and sitting- 
room — there was also a large curtained bed standing 
in an alcove at the end furthest from the fire, as was 
not unusual in ancient farm-houses. The blaze from 
the four or five immense logs of wood heaped up 
on . the huge andirons was roaring up the broad 
chimney flue, and filling the room with a bright, 
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ruddy glow — a most welcome sight to the poor half- 
frozen travellers, who gathered around it and luxuri- 
ated in its genial warmth. The large apartment was 
plainly and substantially furnished, just as any well- 
to-do farmer’s house might be, but near one of the 
windows stood a round table heaped up with books, 
some of them lying open as if but just put down, 
which showed that the owner of the establishment 
had not lost his taste for literary pursuits, but 
devoted to them his long winter evenings. 

The cordiality of their welcome and the deliciously 
warm atmosphere in which they found themselves 
had combined to raise the spirits of the comedians — 
colour returned to pale faces, light to heavy eyes, and 
smiles to anxious lips — their gaiety was in proportion 
to the misery and peril from which they had just 
happily escaped, their hardships were all forgotten, 
and they gave themselves up entirely to the enjoy- 
ment of the hour. Their host had called up his serv- 
ants, who bustled about, setting the table and 
making other preparations for supper, to the undis- 
guised delight of Blazius, who said triumphantly to 
the tyrant, “You see now, Herode, and must 
acknowledge, that my predictions, inspired by the 
little glimmer of light we saw from afar, are com- 
pletely verified — they have all come literally true. 
Fragrant puffs are issuing even now from the mam- 
moth pot there over the fire, and we shall presently 
wash down its savoury contents with draughts of 
generous wine, which I see already awaiting us on 
the table yonder. It is warm and bright and cosy in 
this room, and we appreciate and enjoy it all doubly, 
after the darkness and' the cold and the danger from 
which we have escaped into the grateful shelter of 
this hospitable roof ; and to crown the whole, our 
host is the grand, illustrious, incomparable Bel- 
lombre — flower and cream of all comedians, past, 
present and future, and best of good fellows.” 

“Our happiness would be complete if only poor 
Matamore were here,” said Isabelle with a sigh. 
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“ Pray what has happened to him ? ” asked Bel- 
lombre, who knew him by reputation. 

The tyrant told him the tragic story of the snow- 
storm, and its fatal consequences. 

“But for this thrice-blessed meeting with my old 
and faithful friend here,” Blazius added, “the same 
fate would probably have overtaken us ere morning — 
we should all have been found, frozen stiff and stark, 
by the next party of travellers on the post road.” 

“That would have been a pity indeed,” Bellombre 
rejoined, and glancing admiringly at Isabelle and 
Serafina, added gallantly, “but surely these young 
goddesses would have melted the snow, and thawed 
the ice, with the fire I see shining in their sparkling 
eyes. ” 

“You attribute too much power to our eyes,” Sera- 
fina made answer; “they could not even have made 
any impression upon a heart, in the thick, impene- 
trable darkness that enveloped us ; the tears that the 
icy cold forced from them would have extinguished 
the flames of the most ardent love.” 

While they sat at supper, Blazius told their host 
of the sad condition of their affairs, at which he 
seemed no way surprised. 

“There are always plenty of ups and downs in a 
theatrical career,” he said — “the wheel of Fortune 
turns very fast in that profession ; but if misfortunes 
come suddenly, so also does prosperity follow 
quickly in their train. Don’t be discouraged ! things 
are brightening with you now. To-morrow morning 
I will send one of my stout farm-horses to • bring 
your chariot on here, and we will rig up a theatre 
in my big barn ; there is a large town not far from 
this which will send us plenty of spectators. If the 
entertainment does not fetch as good a sum as I 
think it will, I have a little fund of pistoles lying jdle 
here that will be entirely at your service, for, by 
Apollo ! I would not leave my good Blazius and his 
friends in distress so long as I had a copper in my 
purse.” 
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“ I see that you are always the same warm-hearted, 
open-handed Bellombre as of old,” cried the pedant, 
grasping the other’s outstretched hand warmly; 
“you have not grown rusty and hard in consequence 
of your bucolic occupations.” 

“No,” Bellombre replied, with a smile; “I do not 
let my brain lie fallow while I cultivate my fields. I 
make a point of reading over frequently the good old 
authors, seated comfortably by the fire with my feet 
on the fender, and I read also such new works as I 
am able to procure, from time to time, here in the 
depths of the country. I often go carefully over my 
own old parts, and I see plainly what a self-satisfied 
fool I was.” 

“Only the great Bellombre himself would ever be 
suffered to say such things as these of that most 
illustrious ornament of our profession,” said the 
tyrant, courteously. 

“Art is long, but life is "short,” continued the 
ci-devant actor, “and I should have arrived at a 
certain degree of proficiency at last perhaps, but — I 
was beginning to grow stout ; and I would not allow 
myself to cling to the stage until two footmen should 
have to come and help me up from my rheumatic old 
knees every time I had a declaration of love to make, 
so I gladly seized the opportunity afforded me by my 
little inheritance, and retired in the height of my 
glory.” 

“And you were wise, Bellombre,” said Blazius, 

“ though your retreat was premature ; you might 
have given ten years more to the theatre, and then 
have retired full early.” 

In effect he was still a very handsome, vigorous 
man, about whom no signs of age were apparent, 
save an occasional thread of silver amid the rich 
masses of dark hair that fell upon his shoulders. 

The younger men, as well as the three actresses, 
were glad to retire" to rest early; but Blazius and the 
tyrant, with their host, sat up drinking the latter’s 
capital wine until far into the night. At length they, 



1 12 


Captain Fracasse 

too, succumbed to their fatigue; and while they are 
sleeping we will return to the abandoned chariot to 
see what was going on there. In the gray light of 
the early morning it could be perceived that the poor 
old horse still lay just as he had fallen ; several crows 
were flitting about, not yet venturing to attack the 
miserable carcass, peering at it suspiciously from a 
respectful distance, as if they feared some hidden 
snare. At last one, bolder than its fellows, alighted 
upon the poor beast's head, and was just bending 
over that coveted dainty, the eye — which was open 
and staring — when a heavy step, coming over the 
snow, startled him. With a croak of disappointment 
he quitted his post of vantage, rose heavily in the 
air, and flapped slowly off to a neighbouring tree, 
followed by his companions, cawing and scolding 
hoarsely. The figure of a man appeared, coming 
along the road at a brisk pace, and carrying a 
large bundle in his arms, enveloped in his cloak. 
This he put down upon the ground when he came up 
with the chariot, standing directly in his way, and it 
proved to be a little girl about twelve years old; a 
child with large, dark, liquid eyes that had a feverish 
light in them — eyes exactly like Chiquita’s. There 
was a string of pearl beads round the slender neck, 
and an extraordinary combination of rags and tatters, 
held together in some mysterious way, hung about 
the thin, fragile little figure. It was indeed Chiquita 
herself, and with her, Agostino — the ingenious 
rascal, whose laughable exploit with his scarecrow 
brigands has been already recorded — who, tired of 
following a profession that yielded no profits, had 
set out on foot for Paris — where all men of talent 
could find employment they said — marching by 
night, and lying hidden by day, like all other beasts 
of prey. The poor child, overcome with fatigue and 
benumbed by the cold, had given out entirely that 
night, in spite of her valiant efforts to keep up 
with Agostino, and he had at last picked her up 
in his arms and carried her for a while — she was but 
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a light burden — hoping to find some sort of shelter 
soon. 

“What can be the meaning of this?” he said to 
Chiquita. “ Usually we stop the vehicles, but here 
we are stopped by one in our turn ; we must look out 
lest it be full of travellers, ready to demand our 
money or our lives.” 

“There’s nobody in it,” Chiquita replied, having 
peeped in under the cover. 

“Perhaps there may be something worth having 
inside there,” Agostino said; we will look and see,” 
and he proceeded to light the little dark lantern he 
always had with him, for the daylight was not yet 
strong enough to penetrate into the dusky interior 
of the chariot. Chiquita, who was greatly excited 
by the hope of booty, jumped in, and rapidly searched 
it, carefully directing the light of the lantern upon 
the packages and confused mass of theatrical articles 
stowed away in the back part of it, but finding 
nothing of value anywhere. 

“Search thoroughly, my good little Chiquita! 
said the brigand, as he kept watch outside, be sure 
that you don’t overlook anything.” 

“ There is nothing here, absolutely nothing that is 
worth the trouble of carrying away. Oh, yes ! here 
is a bag, with something that sounds like money 
in it.” 

“ Give it to me,” cried Agostino eagerly , snatching 
it from her, and making a rapid examination of its 
contents ; but he threw it down angrily upon the 
ground, exclaiming, "The devil take, it ! I thought 
we had found a treasure at last, but instead ot good 
money there’s nothing but a lot of pieces of gilded 
lead and such-like in it. But we’ll. get one thing out 
of this anyhow — a good rest inside here for you, 
sheltered from the wind and cold. Your poor little 
feet are bleeding, and they must be nearly frozen. 
Curl yourself down there on those cushions, and I 
will cover you with this bit of painted canvas. Now 
go to sleep, and I will watch while you have a nap ; 
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it is too early yet for honest folks to be abroad, 
and we shall not be disturbed.” 

In a few minutes poor little Chiquita was sound 
asleep. Agostino sat on the front seat of the chariot, 
with his navuja open and lying beside him, watching 
the road and the fields all about, with the keen, prac- 
tised eye of a man of his lawless profession. AH was 
still. No sound or movement anywhere, save among 
the crows. In spite of his iron will and constitution 
he began to feel an insidious drowsiness creeping 
over him, which he did not find it easy to shake off; 
several times his eyelids closed, and he lifted them 
resolutely, only to have them fall again in another 
instant. In fact he was just dropping into a doze, 
when he felt, as in a dream, a hot breath on his face, 
and suddenly waked to see two gleaming eyeballs 
close to his. With a movement more rapid than 
thought itself, he seized the wolf by the throat with 
his left hand, and picking up his navaja with the 
other, plunged it up to the hilt into the animal’s 
breast. It must have gone through the heart, 
for he dropped down dead in the road, without a 
struggle. 

, Although he had gained the victory so easily over 
his fierce assailant, Agostino concluded that this was 
not a good place for them to tarry in, and called to 
Chiquita, who jumped up instantly, wide awake, and 
manifested no alarm at sight of the dead wolf lying" 
beside the chariot. 

“We had better move on,” said he, “that carcass 
of the horse there draws the wolves ; they are often 
mad with hunger in the winter time, you know, ana 
especially when there is snow on the ground. I could 
easily kill a pretty' good number of them, but thev 
might come down upon us by scores, and if I should 
mppen to fall asleep again it would not be pleasant 
o wake up and find myself in the stomach of one 
os those confounded brutes. When I was disposed o 

ey would make only a mouthful of you, little one- 
o come along, we must scamper off as fast as ever 
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we can. That fellow there was only the advance 
guard, the others will not be far behind him — this 
carcass will keep them busy for a while, and give us 
time to get the start of them. You can walk now, 
•Chiquita, can’t you? ” 

“Yes, indeed,” she replied, cheerily, “that, little 
nap has done me so much good. Poor Agostino ! 
you shall not have to carry me again, like a great 
clumsy parcel. And, Agostino,” she added with a 
fierce energy, “-when my feet refuse to walk or run 
in your sendee you must just cut my throat with 
your big knife there, and throw me into the next 
ditch. I will thank you for it, Agostino, for I could 
not bear to have your precious life in danger for 
the sake of poor, miserable little me.” 

Thereupon this strange pair, both very fleet of 
foot, set off running, side by side, the brigand hold- 
ing Chiquita by the hand, so as to give her all the 
aid and support he could, and they quickly passed 
out of sight. No sooner had they departed than the 
crows came swooping down from their perch in the 
nearest tree, and fell to fiercely upon their horrible 
feast, in which they were almost direetty joined 
by several ravenous volves — and they made such 
good use of their time, that in a few hours nothing 
remained of the poor old horse but his bones, his 
tail and his shoes. When somewhat later the tyrant 
arrived, accompanied by one of Bellombre’s farm- 
hands, leading the horse that was to take £he 
chariot back with them, he was naturally astonished 
to find only the skeleton, with the harness and trap- 
pings, still intact, about it, for neither birds nor 
beasts had interfered with them, and his surprise 
was increased when he discovered the half-devoured 
carcass of the wolf lying under the chariot wheels. 
There also, scattered on the road, were the sham 
louis~d’or that did duty upon the stage when lar- 
gesses were to be distributed ; and upon the snow 
were the traces, clearly defined, of the footsteps of 
a man, approaching the chariot from the way it 
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had come, and of those of the same man, and also 
of a child, going on beyond it. 

“It would appear,” said Hdrode to himself, “that 
the chariot of Thespis has received visitors, since 
we abandoned it, of more than one sort, and for my 
part I am very thankful to have missed them all. 
Oh, happy accident ! that, when it happened, seemed 
to us so great a misfortune, yet is proven now to 
have been a blessing in disguise. And you, my 
poor old horse, you could not have done us a greater 
service than to die just when and where you did. 
Thanks to you we have escaped the wolves — two- 
legged ones, which are perhaps the most to be 
dreaded of all, as well as the ravenous brethren 
of this worthy lying here. What a dainty feast 
the sweet, tender flesh of those plump little pullets, 
Isabelle and Serafina, would have been for them, 
to say nothing of the tougher stuff the rest of us 
are made of. What a bountiful meal we should have 
furnished them — the murderous brutes ! ” 

While the tyrant was indulging in this soliloquy 
Bellombre’s servant had detached the chariot from 
the skeleton of the poor old horse, and had harnessed 
to it, with considerable difficulty, the animal he had 
been leading, which was terrified at sight of the 
bleeding, mutilated carcass of the wolf lying on the 
snow, and the ghastly skeleton of its predecessor. 
Arrived at the farm, the chariot was safely stowed 
away under a shed, and upon examination it was 
found that nothing was missing. Indeed, something 
had been left there, for a small clasp-knife was 
picked up in it, which had fallen out of Chiquita’s 
pocket, and excited a great deal of curiosity and 
conjecture. It was of Spanish make, and bore upon 
its sharp, pointed blade, a sinister inscription in 
that language, to this effect — 

“When this viper bites, make sure 
You must die, for there's no cure." 

No one could imagine how it had come there, 
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and the tyrant was especially anxious to clear up 
the mystery that puzzled them all. Isabelle, who 
was a little inclined to be superstitious, and attach 
importance to omens, signs of evil, and such-like, 
felt troubled about it. She spoke Spanish perfectly, 
and understood the full force and significance of 
the strange* inscription upon the wicked-looking 
blade of the tiny weapon. 

Meantime, Scapin, dressed in his freshest and 
most gaudy costume, had marched into the neigh- 
bouring town, carrying his drum; he stationed him- 
self in the large, public square, and made such 
good play with his drumsticks that he soon had a 
curious crowd around him, to whom he made an 
eloquent address, setting forth in glowing terms 
the great attractions offered by “the illustrious 
comedians of H erode ’s celebrated troupe,” who, “for 
this night only,” would delight the public by the 
representation of that screaming farce, the Rodo- 
montades of Captain Fracasse; to be followed by a 
“bewitching Moorish dance,” performed by the 
“incomparable Mademoiselle Serafina.” After en- 
larging brilliantly upon this theme, he added, that 
as they were “more desirous of glory than profit,” 
they would be willing to accept provisions of all 
kinds, instead of coin of the realm, in payment of 
places, from those who had not the money to spare, 
and asked them to let all their friends know. This 
closing announcement made a great sensation among 
his attentive listeners, and he marched back to the 
farm, confident that they would have a goodly 
number of spectators. There he found the stage 
already erected in the barn, and a rehearsal in 
progress, which was necessary on de Sigognac’s 
account. Bellombre was instructing him in various 
minor details as the play went on, and for a novice 
he did wonderfully well — acting with much spirit 
and grace, showing decided talent, and remarkable 
aptitude. But it was very evident that he was 
greatly annoyed b)’ some portions of the piece, and 
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an angry flush mounted to the roots of his hair at 
the whacks and cuffs so liberally bestowed upon the 
doughty captain. His comrades spared him as much 
as possible— feeling that it must be intensely repug- 
nant to him— but he grew furious in spite of all his 
efforts to control his temper, and at each fresh attack 
upon him his flashing eyes and knitted brows be- 
trayed the fierce rage he was in; then, suddenly 
remembering that bis role required a very different 
expression of countenance, be would pull himself 
up, and endeavour to imitate that which Mntnmorc 
had been wont to assume in this character. Bel- 
lombrc, who was watching him critically, stopped him 
a moment, to say: "You make a great mistake in 
attempting to suppress your natural emotions ; you 
should take care not to do it, for they produce a 
capital effect, and vou can create a new tvpc of stage 
bully.” 

The baron gratefully accepted the veteran actor’s 
advice, and played his part after the fashion indi- 
cated by him with so much spirit that all present 
applauded his acting enthusiastically, and prophe- 
sied its success. The performances were to begin at 
an early hour, and as the lime approached, dc 
Sigognac put on poor Matamorc’s costume, to which 
he had fallen heir, and which Madame Leonardo had 
taken in hand and cleverly altered for him, so that 
he could get into it. He had a sharp struggle with 
his pride as lie donned this absurd dress, and made 
himself ready for bis debut as an actor, but resolutely 
repressed all rising regrets, and determined faithfully 
to do bis best in the new r 61 c he had undertaken. 

A large audience had gathered in the big barn, 
which was brilliantly lighted, and the representation 
began before a full bouse. At the end furthest from 
the stage, and behind the spectators, were some 
cattle in their stalls, that stared at the unwonted 
scene with an expression of stupid wonder in their 
great, soft eyes, and in the midst of one of the most 
exciting parts of the play, a calf among them was 
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moved to express its emotions by an unearthly groan, 
which did not in the least disconcert the audience, 
but had nearly been too much for the gravity of the 
actors upon the stage. 

Captain Fracasse won much applause, and indeed 
acted his part admirably, being under no restraint ; 
for he did not need to fear the criticism of this 
rustic audience as he would have done that of a more 
cultivated and experienced one; and, too, he felt 
sure that there could be nobody among the spec- 
tators that knew him, or anything about him. The 
other actors were also vigorously clapped by the 
toil-hardend hands of these lowly tillers of the soil — 
whose applause throughout was bestowed, Bellombre 
declared, judiciously and intelligently. Serafina 
executed her Moorish dance with a degree of agility 
and voluptuous grace that would have done honour 
to a professional ballet-dancer, or to a Spanish 
gipsy, and literally’’ brought down the house. 



CHAPTER VII 

THE DUKE OE VAEl.OMBREUSE 

The next morning Bellombre drew Blazius asiqe, 
and untying the strings of a long leathern purse 
emptied out of it into the palm of his hand a hundred 
pistoles, which he piled up neatly on the table by 
which they were standing ; to the great admiration 
of the pedant, who thought to himself that his fric n d 
was a lucky fellow to be in possession of so larg(> a 
sum — absolute wealth in his eyes. But what was 
his surprise when Bellombre swept them all up and 
put them into his own hands. 

“You must have understood,” he said, “that J 
did not bring out this money in order to torment y 0 u 
in like manner with Tantalus, and I want you to 
take it, without any scruples, as freely as it is giv en 
— or loaned, if you are too proud to accept a gift 
from an old friend. These pieces were made to 
circulate — they are round, you see — and by this time 
they must be tired of lying tied up in my old pu rse 
t there. I have no use for them ; there’s nothing to 
spend them on here; the farm produces everything 
that is needed in 'my household, so I shall not miss 
them, and it is much better in every way that they 
should be in your hands.” 

Not finding any adequate reply to make to this 
astonishing speech, Blazius put the money into his 
pocket, and, after first administering to his fria n d 
a cordial accolade, grasped and wrung his hand with 
grateful fervour, while an inconvenient tear, that he 
had tried in vain to wink away, ran down his jtjfly 
red nose. As Bellombre had said the night befQ re , 
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affairs- were brightening with the troupe ; good for- 
tune had come at last,-, and the hard times they had 
met and struggled against so bravely and uncom- 
plainingly were among the things of the past. The 
receipts of the previous evening — for there had been 
some money taken in, as well as plentiful stores of 
edibles — added to Bellombre’s pistoles, made a good 
round sum, and the chariot of Thespis, so deplor- 
ably bare of late, was now amply provisioned. Not 
to do things by halves, their generous host lent to the 
comedians two stout farm horses, with a man to 
drive them into Poitiers, and bring them back home 
again. They had on their gala-day harness, and 
from their gaudily-painted, high-peaked collars hung 
strings of tiny bells, that jingled cheerily at every 
firm, regular step of the great, gentle creatures. So 
our travellers set out in high feather, and their entry 
into Poitiers, though not so magnificent as Alex- 
ander’s into Babylon, was still in very fine style 
indeed. As they threaded their way through the 
narrow, tortuous streets of that ancient town, the 
noise of their horses’ iron shoes ringing out against 
the rough stone pavement, and the clatter of their 
wheels drew many inmates of the houses they passed 
to the windows, and a little crowd collected around 
them as they stood waiting for admission before the 
great entrance door of the Amies de France; the 
driver, meanwhile, cracking his whip till it sounded 
like a volley of musketry, to which the horses 
responded by shaking their heads, and making all 
the little bells about them jingle sharply and merrily. 
There was a wonderful difference between this and 
their arrival at the last inn they had stopped at — 
the night of the snow-storm — and the landlord, hear- 
ing such welcome sounds without, ran himself to 
admit his guests, and opened the two leaves of the 
great door, so that the chariot could pass into, the 
interior court. This hotel was the finest in Poitiers, 
where all the rich and noble travellers were in the 
habit of alighting, and there was an air of gaiety 



122 Captain Fracasse 

and prosperity about it very pleasing to our 
comedians, in contrast with all the comfortless, 
miserable lodgings they had been obliged to put up 
with for a long time past. The landlord, whose 
double, or rather triple chin testified to bountiful 
fare, and the ruddy tints of his face to the excellence 
of his wines, seemed to be the incarnation of good 
humour. He was so plump, so fresh, so rosy and 
so smiling, that it was a pleasure only to look at 
him. When he saw the tyrant, he fairly bubbled 
over with delight. A troupe of comedians always 
attracted people to his house, and brought him in 
a great deal of money ; for the young men of leisure 
of the town sought their company, and were con- 
stantly drinking wine with the actors, and giving 
dainty little suppers, and treats of various kinds, 
to the actresses. 

“ You are heartily welcome, Seigneur Herode ! 
What happy chance brings you this way? ” said the 
landlord, smilingly. “ It is a long time since we 
have had the pleasure of seeing you at the Armes dc 
France 

“ So it is, Maitre Bilot,” the tyrant answered ; 
“but we cannot be giving our poor little perform- 
ances always in the same place, you see ; the 
spectators would become so familiar with all our 
tricks that they could do them themselves, so we are 
forced to absent ourselves for a while. And how 
are things going on here, now? Have you many 
of the nobility and gentry in town at present?” 

“ A great many, Seignior Herode, for the hunting 
is over, so they have come in from the chateaux. 
But they don’t know what to do with themselves, 
for it is so dull and quiet here. People can’t be 
eating and drinking all the time, and they are dying 
for want of a little amusement. You will have full 
houses." 

“Well,” rejoined the tyrant, “then please give us 
seven or eight good rooms, have three or four fat 
capons put down to roast, bring up, from that 
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famous cellar of yours, a dozen of the capital wine 
I used to drink here — you know which I mean — 
and spread abroad the news of the arrival of 
Hfirode’s celebrated troupe at the Armes de France, 
with a new and extensive repertoire, to give a few 
representations in Poitiers.” 

In a marvellously short space of time the whole 
town had become acquainted with the news of the 
arrival of the comedians, and the young men of 
wealth and fashion began flocking to the hotel, to 
drink a bottle of Maitre Bilot’s wine, and question 
him about the beauty and charms of the actresses ; 
curling up the points of their moustaches as they 
did so with such an absurdly conceited, insolent 
air of imaginary triumph, that the worthy landlord 
could not help laughing in his sleeve at them as he 
gave his discreet, mysterious answers, accompanied 
by significant gestures calculated to turn the silly 
heads of these dandified young calves, and make 
them wild with curiosity and impatience. 

Isabelle, when left alone, had first unpacked a 
portion of her clothing, and arranged it neatly on 
the shelves of the wardrobe in her room, and then 
proceeded to indulge in the luxury of a bath and 
complete change of linen. She took down her long, 
fine,, silky hair, combed it carefully, and arranged 
it tastefully, with a pale blue ribbon entwined 
artistically in it; which delicate tint was very be- 
coming to her, with her fair, diaphanous complexion, 
and lovely flush, like- a rose-leaf, on her cheek. 
When she had put on the silvery gray dress, with 
its pretty blue trimmings, which completed her 
simple toilet, she smiled at her own charming reflec- 
tion in the glass, and thought of a pair of dark, 
speaking eyes that she knew would find her fair, and 
pleasant to look upon. As she turned away from 
the mirror a sunbeam streamed in through her 
window, and she could not resist the temptation to 
open the casement and put her pretty head out, to 
see what view there might be from it. She looked 
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down into a narrow, deserted alley, with the wall 
of the hotel on one side and that of the garden 
opposite on the other; so high that it reached above 
the tops of the trees within. From her window she 
could look down into this garden, and see, quite at 
the other end of it, the large mansion it belonged to, 
whose lofty, blackened walls testified to its antiquity. 
Two gentlemen were walking slowly, arm in arm, 
along one of the_ broad paths leading towards the 
house, engrossed in conversation ; both were young 
and handsome, but they were scarcely of equal rank, 
judging by the marked deference paid by one, the 
elder, to the other. We will call this friendly pair 
Orestes and Pylades for the present, until we ascer- 
tain their real names. The former was about one 
or two and twenty, and remarkably handsome with 
a very white skin, intensely black hair and eyes, a 
tall, slender, lithe figure, shown to advantage by the 
rich costume of tan-coloured velvet he wore; and 
well-formed feet, with high arched insteps, small 
and delicate enough for a woman’s — that more than 
one woman had envied him — encased in dainty, per- 
fectly fitting boots, made of white Russia leather. 
From the careless ease of his manners, and the 
haughty grace of his carriage, one would readily 
divine that he was a great noble ; one of the favoured 
few of the earth, who are sure of being well received 
everywhere, and courted and flattered by everybody. 
Pylades, though a good-looking fellow enough, with 
auburn hair and moustache, was not nearly so hand- 
some or striking, either In face or figure, as his 
companion. The}' were talking of women; Orestes 
declaring himself a woman-hater from that time for- 
ward, because of what he was pleased to call the 
persecutions of his latest mistress, of whom he was 
thoroughly tired — no new thing with him — but who 
would not submit to be thrown aside, like a cast- 
off glove, without making a struggle to regain the 
favour of her former admirer. He was anathematiz- 
ing the vanity, treachery, and deceitfulness of all 
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women, without exception, from the duchess down 
to the dairymaid, and declaring that he should 
renounce their society altogether for the future, when 
they reached the end of the walk, at the house, and 
turned about to pace its length again. As they did 
so he chanced to glance upwards, and perceived 
Isabelle at her window. He nudged his companion, 
to direct his attention to her, as he said, “Just look 
Up at that window 1 Do you see the delicious, ador- 
able creature there? She seems a goddess, rather 
than a mere mortal woman — Aurora, looking forth 
from her chamber in the East — with her golden 
brown hair, her heavenly countenance, and her 
sweet, soft eyes. Only observe the exquisite grace 
of her attitude — leaning slightly forward oh one 
elbow, so as to bring into fine relief the shapely 
curves of her beautiful form. I would be willing 
to swear that hers is’ a lovely character — different 
from the rest of her sex. She is one by herself — 
a peerless creature — -a very pearl of womanhood — 
a being fit for Paradise. Her face tells me that 
she is modest, pure, amiable, and refined. Her 
manners must be charming, her conversation fresh, 
sparkling and elevating. 

“The deuce!”, exclaimed Pylades, laughingly, 
“what good eyes you must have to make out all 
that at such a distance ! Now I see merely a woman 
at a window, who is rather pretty, to tell the honest 
truth, but not likely to possess half the perfections 
you so lavishly bestow upon her. Take care, or you 
will be in love with her directly.” 

“Oh! I’m that now, over head and ears. I must 
find out forthwith who she is, and what ; but one 
thing is certain, mine she must be, though it cost 
me the half, nay, the whole of my fortune to win 
her, and there be a hundred rivals to overcome and 
slay ere I can carry her off from them in triumph.” 

“Come, come, don’t get so excited,” said Pylades, 
“you will throw yourself into a fever; but what has 
become of the contempt and hatred for the fair sex 
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you were declaring so vehemently' just now? The 
first pretty face has routed it all.” 

“ But when I talked like that I did not know that 
this lovely angel existed upon earth, and what I said 
was an odious, outrageous blasphemy — a monstrous, 
abominable heresy — for which I pray that Venus, 
fair goddess of love and beauty, will graciously 
forgive me.” 

“ Oh, yes ! she’ll forgive you fast enough, never 
fear, for she is always very indulgent to such hot- 
headed lovers as you are.” 

“I am going to open the campaign,” said Orestes, 
“and declare war courteously' on my beautiful 
enemy.” 

With these words he stopped short, fixed his bold 
eyes on Isabelle's face, took off his hat, in a gallant 
and respectful way, so that its long plume swept the 
ground, and wafted a kiss on the tips of his fingers 
towards the new object of his ardent admiration. 
The young actress, who saw this demonstration with 
much annoyance, assumed a cold, composed manner, 
as if to show this insolent fellow that he had made 
a mistake, drew back from the window, closed it, 
and let fall the curtain ; all done calmly and deliber- 
ately, and with the frigid dignity with which she was 
wont to rebuke such overtures. 

“There,” exclaimed Pylades, “your Aurora is 
hidden behind a cloud ; not very promising, that, 
for the rest of the day.” 

“I don’t agree with you; I regard it, on the con- 
trary, as a favourable augury that my little beauty 
has retired. Don’t you know that when the soldier 
hides himself behind the battlements of the tower, 
it signifies that the besieger’s arrow has hit him? 
I tell you she has mine now, sticking in under her 
left wing; that kiss will force her to think of me 
all night, if only to be vexed with me, and tax me 
with effrontery — a fault which is never displeasing 
to ladies, 1 find, though they do sometimes make a 
great outcry about it, for the sake of appearances. 
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There is something between me and the fair un- 
known now: a very slight, almost imperceptible 
thread it may seem at present, but I will so manage 
as to make from it a rope, by which 1 shall climb 
up into her window.” 

“I must admit,” rejoined 1’ylades respectfully, 
“that von certainly are wonderfully well versed in 
all the stratagems and ruses of love-making.” 

" 1 rather pique myself upon my accomplishments 
in that line, 1 will confess," Orestes said, laugh- 
ingly; "but come, let’s go in now; the little beauty 
was startled, and will not show herself at the window 
again just yet. This evening I shall begin opera- 
tions in earnest.” And the two friends turned about 
and strolled slowly back towards the house, which 
they presently entered, and disappeared from sight. 

There was a large tennis-court not far from the 
hotel, which was wonderfully well suited to make a 
theatre of; so our comedians hired it, took imme- 
diate possession, set carpenters and painters to 
work, furbished up their own rather dilapidated 
scenery and decorations, and soon had a charming 
little theatre, in which all the numbered scats and 
boxes were eagerly snapped up, directly they were 
offered to "the nobility and gentry of Poitiers,” who 
secured them for all the representations to be given 
by the troupe, so that success was insured. The 
dressing-room of the tennis players had to serve as 
green room, and dressing-room as well for the 
comedians, large folding screens being disposed 
round the toilet tables of the actresses, so as to shut 
them off as much as possible from the gentlemen 
visitors always lounging there. Not a very agree- 
able arrangement for the former, but the best that 
could be done, and highly approved by the latter, 
of course! 

"What a pity it is,” said the tyrant to Blazius, 
as they were arranging w'hat pieces they should play, 
seated at a window looking into the interior court of 
the Anncs de France, “what a great pity it is that 
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Zerbine is not with us here. She is almost worth 
her weight in gold, that little minx ; a real treasure, 
so full of fun and deviltry that nobody can resist her 
acting; she would make any piece go off well — a 
pearl of soubrettes is Zerbine.” 

“Yes, she is a rare one,” Blazius replied, with a 
deep sigh, “and I regret more and more every day 
our having lost her. The devil fly away with that 
naughty marquis, who must needs go and rob us of 
our paragon of waiting-maids.” 

Just at this point they were interrupted by the 
noise of an arrival, and leaning out of the window 
saw three fine mules, richly caparisoned in the gay 
Spanish fashion, entering the court, with a great 
jingling of bells and clattering of hoofs. On the 
first one was mounted a lackey in gray livery, and 
well armed, who led by a long strap a second mule 
heavily laden with baggage, and on the third was' 
a young woman, wrapped in a large cloak trimmed 
with fur, and with her hat, a gray felt with a scarlet 
feather, drawn down over her eyes, so as to conceal 
her face from the two interested spectators at the 
window above. 

"I say, Herode,” exclaimed the pedant, “doesn’t 
all this remind you of something? It seems to me 
this is not the first time we have heard the jingling 
of those bells, eh?” 

“By Saint Alipantin ! ” cried the tyrant, joyfully, 
“these are the very mules that carried Zerbine off 
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our paragon of waiting-maids.” 

Just at this point they were interrupted by the 
noise of an arrival, and leaning out of the window 
saw three fine mules, richly caparisoned in the gay 
Spanish fashion, entering the court, with a great 
jingling of bells and clattering of hoofs. On the 
first one was mounted a lackey in gray livery, and 
well armed, who led by a long strap a second mule 
heavily laden with baggage, and on the third was 
a young woman, wrapped in a large cloak trimmed 
with fur, and with her hat, a gray felt with a scarlet 
feather, drawn down over her eyes, so as to conceal 
her face from the two interested spectators at the 
window above. 

“I say, Herode,” exclaimed the pedant, “doesn’t 
all this remind you of something? It seems to me 
this is not the first time we have heard the jingling 
of those bells, eh? ” 

“ By Saint Alipantin ! ” cried the tyrant, joyfully, 
“these are the very mules that carried Zerbine off 
so mysteriously. Speak of a wolf ” — 

"And you will hear the rustling of his wings,” 
interrupted Blazius, with a peal of laughter. “ Oh ! 
thrice happy day ! — day to be marked with white ! 
— for this is really Mademoiselle Zerbine in person. 
Look, she jumps down from her mule with that 
bewitching little air peculiar to herself, and throws 
her cloak to that obsequious lackey with a non- 
chalance worthy of a princess ; there, she has taken 
off her hat, and shakes out her raven tresses as a 
bird does its feathers ; it delights my old eyes to 
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paws into this and help yourselves; take just as 
much as ever they will hold.” 

The two actors thanked her heartily for her 
generous offer, but assured her that they were very 
well off, and in need of no assistance. 

“Ah well! ” said Zerbine, “it will be for another 
time then. I shall put it away in my strong box, 
and keep it for you, like a faithful treasurer.” 

“But surely you haven’t abandoned the poor 
marquis,” said Blazius, rather reproachfully. “Of 
course 1 know there was no question of his giving 
you up ; you are not one of that sort. The r61c of 
Ariadne would not suit you at all; you are a Circc. 
Yet he is a splendid young nobleman — handsome, 
wealthy, amiable, and not wanting in wit." 

“Oh! I haven’t given him up; very far from it,” 
Zerbine replied, with a saucy smile. “ I shall guard 
him carefully, as the most precious gem in my 
casket. Though I have quitted him for the moment, 
he will shortly follow me.” 

“Fugax sequax, sequax fugax,” the pedant re- 
joined ; “ these four Latin words, which have a 
cabalistic sound, not unlike the croaking of certain 
batrachians, and might have been borrowed, one 
would say, from the ‘ Comedy of the Frogs,’ by one 
Aristophanes, an Athenian poet, contain the very 
pith and marrow of all theories of love and love- 
making; they would make a capital rule to regulate 
everybody’s conduct — of the virile as well as of, the 
fair sex.” 

“ And what under the sun do your line Latin words 
mean, you pompous old pedant? ” asked Zerbine. 
“You have neglected to translate them, entirely for- 
getting that not everybody has been professor in a 
college, and knight of the ferule, like yourself.” 

“Their meaning,” he replied, “may be expressed 
in this little couplet : 


If you fly from the men, they’ll be sure to pursue, 
But if you follow them, they will then fly from you.” 
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1 know that you couldn't get anybody to really 
replace me. If you had I should scratch her eyes 
out, that I promise you, for I am a real little devil 
when my rights are encroached upon, though you 
might not think it." 

“There’s no need for you to show your prowess 
in that way,” said the tyrant, “for we have not had 
any one to take your r61e, and we’re delighted, over- 
joyed, to have you back again. If you had had 
some of the magic compound Apuleius tells us of, 
and had thereby changed yourself into a bird, to 
come and listen to what Blazius and I were saying 
a little while ago, you would have heard nothing 
but good of yourself — a rare thing that for listeners 
— and you would have heard some very enthusiastic 
praise besides.” 

“That’s charming!” the soubrette exclaimed. 
“ I see that you two are just the same good old souls 
as ever, and that you have missed your little 
Zerbinc.” 

Several servants now came in, carrying trunks, 
boxes, portmanteaus, packages, no end of baggage, 
which Zerbine counted over and found correct; and 
when they had gone she opened two or three of the 
larger chests with the keys she had on a small silver 
ring. They were filled with all sorts of handsome 
things — silks and velvets, laces and jewels — and 
among the rest a long purse, crammed as full as It 
could hold of gold pieces, which Zerbine poured out 
in a heap on the table; seeming to take a childish 
delight in looking at and playing with her golden 
treasure, while laughing and chattering merrily all 
the time. 

“Serafina would burst with rage and envy if she 
should sec all this money,” said she gaily, “so we 
will keep it out of her sight. I only show it to you 
to prove that I didn’t need to return to my profes- 
sion, but was actuated by a pure love of my art. 
As to you, my good old friends, if your finances 
happen to be not just as you could wish, put your 
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paws into this and help yourselves ; take just as 
much as ever they will hold.” 

The two actors thanked her heartily for her 
generous offer, but assured her that they were very 
well off, and in need of no assistance. 

“Ah well ! ” said Zerbine, “it will be for another 
time then. I shall put it away in my strong box, 
and keep it for you, like a faithful treasurer. ” 

“But surely you haven’t abandoned the poor 
marquis,” said Blazius, rather reproachfully. “Of 
course I know there was no question of his giving 
you up ; you are not one of that sort. The role of 
Ariadne would not suit you at all; you are a Circe. 
Yet he is a splendid young nobleman — handsome, 
wealthy, amiable, and not wanting in wit.” 

“Oh ! I haven’t given him up; very far from it,” 
Zerbine replied, with a saucy smile. “ I shall guard 
him carefully, as the most precious gem in my 
casket. Though I have quitted him for the moment, 
he will shortly follow me.” 

“Fugax sequax, sequax fugax,” the pedant re- 
joined ; “ these four Latin words, which have a 
cabalistic sound, not unlike the croaking of certain 
batrachians, and might have been borrowed, one 
would say, from the ‘ Comedy of the Frogs,’ by one 
Aristophanes, an Athenian poet, contain the very 
pith and marrow of all theories of love and love- 
making; they would make a capital rule to regulate 
everybody’s conduct — of the virile as well as of. the 
fair sex.” 

“ And what under the sun do your fine Latin words 
mean, you pompous old pedant? ” asked Zerbine. 
“You have neglected to translate them, entirely for- 
getting that not everybody has been professor in a 
college, and knight of the ferule, like yourself.” 

“Their meaning,” he replied, “may be expressed 
in this little couplet : 

If you fly from the men, they'll be sure to pursue, 

But if you follow them, the}' will then fly from you.” 

K 2 
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“ Ha ! ha ! ” laughed Zerbine, “that’s a verse that 
ought to be set to music.” And she began singing it 
to a merry tune at the top of her voice; a voice so 
clear and ringing that it was a pleasure to hear it. 
She accompanied her song with such an amusing 
and effective pantomime, representing flight and pur- 
suit, that it was a pity she had not had a larger 
audience to enjoy it. After this outburst of merri- 
ment she quieted down a little, and gave her com- 
panions a brief history of her adventures since she 
had parted from them, declaring that the marquis 
had invariably treated her with the courtesy and 
generosity of a prince. But in sp'ite of it all she 
had longed for her old wandering life with the 
troupe, the excitement of acting, and the rounds of- 
applause she never failed to win ; and at last she 
confessed to the marquis that she was pining for her 
role of soubrette. Very well,' he said to me, ‘ you 
can take your mules and your belongings and go in 
pursuit of the troupe, and I will shortly follow in 
pursuit of you. I have some matters to look after 
in Paris, that have been neglected of late, and I 
have been too long absent from the court. You will 
permit me to applaud you, I suppose, and .truth to 
tell I shall be very glad to enjoy your bewitching 
acting again. ’ So I told him I would look for him 
among the audience every evening till he made his 
appearance, and, after the most tender leave-taking, 

I jumped on my mule and caught you up here at the 
Armes de France, as you know.” 

“But,” said Herode, “suppose your marquis 
should not turn up at all ! you would be regularly 
sold.” 

This idea struck Zerbine as being so utterly 
absurd that she threw herself back and laughed 
until she had to hold her sides, and was fairly breath- 
less. “The marquis not come!” she cried, when 
she could speak. “You had better engage rooms for 
him right away — not come ! why my fear was that 
he would overtake me on the road ; you will see him 
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very soon, I can guarantee. Ah ! you abominable 
old bear ! you doubt the power of rrty charms, do 
you? You’re decidedly growing stupid, H^rode, as 
you grow old ; you used to be rather clever than 
otherwise.” 

At this moment appeared Leander and Scapin, who 
had heard of Zerbine’s arrival from the servants, 
and came to pay their respects, soon followed by old 
Madame Leonarde, who greeted the soubrette with 
as much obsequiousness as if she had been a 
princess. Isabelle came also to welcome her, to the 
great delight of Zerbine, who was devotedly fond 
of her, and always trying to do something to please 
her. She now insisted upon presenting her with a 
piece of rich silk, which Isabelle accepted very reluct- 
antly, and only when she found that the warm- 
hearted soubrette would be really wounded if she 
refused her first gift. Serafina had shut herself up 
in her own room, and was the only one that failed 
to come and bid Zerbine welcome. She could 
neither forget nor forgive the inexplicable prefer- 
ence of the Marquis de Bruyferes for her humble 
rival, and she called the soubrette all sorts of hard 
names in her wrath and indignation ; but nobody 
paid any attention to her bad humour, and she was 
left to sulk in solitude. 

When Zerbine asked why Matamore had not come 
to speak to her with the rest, they told her the sad 
story of his death, and also that the Baron de 
Sigognac now filled his. r 61 e, under the name of 
Captain Fracasse. 

“It will be a great honour for me to act with a 
gentleman whose ancestors figured honourably in 
the crusades,” said she, “and I only hope that my 
profound respect for him will not overwhelm me, and 
spoil my acting ; fortunately I have become pretty 
well accustomed to the society of people of rank 
lately.” 

A moment after de Sigognac knocked at the door, 
and came in to greet Zerbine, and courteously 
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express his pleasure at her return. She rose as he 
approached, and making a very low curtsey, said, 
“This is for the Baron de Sigognnc; and this is for 
my comrade, Captain Fracasse;” kissing him on 
both checks — which unexpected and unprecedented 
proceeding put poor dc Sigognac completely out of 
countenance ; partly because he was not used to such 
little theatrical liberties, hut more, because he was 
ashamed to have such a thing happen in the presence 
of his pure and peerless Isabelle. 

And now we will return to Orestes and Pylades, 
who, after their eventful promenade in the garden, 
were cosily dining together. The former, that is to 
say the young Duke of Vnilombrcuse, had scarcely 
eaten any dinner, and had even neglected his glass 
of wine, so preoccupied was he with thoughts of his 
lovely unknown. The Chevalier de Vidalinc, his 
friend and confidant, tried in vain to draw him into 
conversation; he replied only by monosyllables, or 
not at all, to the other’s brilliant sallies. When the 
dessert had been put upon the tabic, and the servants 
had retired and left them alone, the chevalier said 
to the duke : “ I am entirely at your service in this 
new affair, of course, ready to help you bag your 
bird in any way you please; shall I go and send out 
the beaters to drive it towards your nets? ” 

“No, indeed, you will do nothing of the kind; I 
shall go myself, for there is nothing I enjoy so much 
as the pursuit of game, of whatever sort it may be. 

I would follow a deer, or a pheasant, to the ends 
of the earth but what I would have it ; how much 
more a divine creature like this. It is only after 
•I have captured the flying prize that I lose all interest 
in it; so do not, I pray you, propose to deprive me 
of the delights of the chasej the more difficult it 
is the better I like it, the more fascinating I find 
it. The most annoying thing is that women are 
always so willing to be caught; if I could only find 
an obdurate, cruel fair one, who would fly from me 
in earnest, how I should adore her 1 but, alas ! such- 
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an anomaly does not exist on this terraqueous 
globe. ” 

“If I were not so well acquainted with your 
innumerable triumphs, I should be obliged to tax you 
with conceit,” said Vidalinc, “but as it is I must 
admit that you are justified in what you say. But 
perhaps your wish may be gratified this time, for 
the young beauty certainly did seem to be very 
modest and retiring, as well as positively cold and 
forbidding in her manner of receiving your little act 
of gallantry.” 

“We will see about that, and without any delay. 
Maitre Bilot is always ready and glad to tell all he 
knows whenever he can secure a good listener, and 
he is sharp enough to find out very quickly pretty 
much all that’s worth knowing about his guests in 
the hotel. Come, we’ll go and drink a bottle of 
his best Madeira ; I will draw him out, and get all 
the information he can give us about this fair inmate 
of his house.” 

A few minutes later the two young gentlemen 
entered the Armes de France, and asked for Maitre 
Bilot. The worthy landlord came forward at once, 
and himself conducted them into a cosy, well-lighted 
room on the ground floor, where a bright fire was 
burning cheerily ; he took the old, dusty bottle, with 
cobwebs clinging about it, from the waiter’s hands, 
drew the cork very carefully, and then poured the 
amber wine, as clear as a topaz, into the delicate 
Venetian glasses held out for it by the duke and 
his companion, with a hand as steady as if it had 
been of bronze. In taking upon himself this office 
Maitre Bilot affected an almost religious solemnity, 
as though he were a priest of Bacchus, officiating 
at his altar, and about to celebrate the mysterious 
rites of the ancient worshippers of that merry god; 
nothing was wanting but the crown of vine leaves. 
He seemed to think that this ceremoniousness was a 
sort of testimony to the superior quality of the wine 
from his well-stocked cellar, which needed no recom- 
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mendation, for it was really very good, worthy of 
even a royal table, and of wide-spread fame. Maitrc 
Bilot, having finished his little performance, was 
about to withdraw, when a significant glance from 
the duke made him pause respectfully on the 
threshold. 

“Maitre Bilot,” said he, “fetch a glass for your- 
self from the buffet there, and come and drink a 
bumper of this capital wine to my health.” 

This command, for such it was in reality, was 
instantly obeyed, and after emptying his glass at a 
single draught, the well-pleased landlord stood, with 
one hand resting on the table and his eyes fixed on 
the duke, waiting to sec what was wanted of him. 

“Have you many strangers in your house now?” 
asked Vallombrcuse, “and who and what arc the}'? ” 

Bilot was about to reply, but the young duke inter- 
rupted him, and continued, “But what’s the use of 
beating about the bush with such a wily old mis- 
creant as you are, Maitre Bilot? Who is the lady 
that has the room with a window, the third one 
from the corner, looking into my garden? Answer 
to the point, and you shall have a gold piece for 
every syllable.” 

“ Under those conditions,” said Bilot, with a broad 
grin, “one must be very virtuous indeed to make use 
of the laconic style so highly esteemed b}' the 
ancients. However, as I am devoted to your lord- 
ship, I will answer in a single word — Isabelle.” 

“ Isabelle ! a charming and romantic name. But. 
do not confine yourself to such brevity, Maitre Bilot ; 
be prolix ! and relate to me, minutely, everything 
that you know about the lovely Isabelle.” 

“I am proud and happy to obey your lordship’s 
commands,” the worthy landlord answered, with a 
low bow; “my cellar, my kitchen, my tongue and 
myself are all at your lordship’s disposition. Isabelle 
is an actress, belonging to the celebrated’ troupe of 
Seignior I-Hrode, stopping at present at the' A rmes 
de France.” 
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. *An actress ! ” exclaimed the young- duke, with an 
air of disappointment. “ I should have taken her 
for a lady of rank, from her quiet, dignified mien, or 
at least a well-bred bourgeoise, rather than a 
member of a band of strolling players.” 

Yes, your lordship is right; any one might think 
so, for her manners and appearance are very lady- 
like, and she has an untarnished reputation, despite 
the difficulties of her position. No one understands 
better how to keep all the gallants that hover about 
her at a respectful distance ; she treats these would- 
be suitors for her favour with a cold, reserved, yet 
perfect politeness that there is no getting over.” 

“ What you say pleases me,” interrupted Vallom- 
breuse, “ for there is nothing I so thoroughly despise 
as a fortress that is ready to capitulate before the 
first assault has been made.” 

It would need more than one to conquer this 
fair citadel, my lord, though you are a bold and 
successful captain, not used to encountering any 
serious resistance, and sweeping everything before 
you ; and, moreover, it is guarded by the vigilant 
sentinel of a pure and devoted love.” 

“Oh ho! she has a lover then, this modest 
Isabelle ! ” cried the young duke, in a tone at once 
triumphant and annoyed, for though on the one side 
he had no faith in the steadfast virtue of any woman, 
on the other he was vexed to learn that he had a 
successful rival. 

“ I said love, not lover,” continued the landlord 
with respectful persistencj', “which is by no means 
the same thing. Your lordship is too well versed in 
such matters not to appreciate the difference. A 
woman that has one lover may have two, as the old 
song says; but a woman wlio loves, with a pure 
love, and has that love returned in every sense, it is 
impossible, or at least very difficult, to win away 
from it. She possesses already everything that you, 
niv lord, or any one, could offer for her acceptance.” 

“ You talk as if you had been studying the subject 
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of love diligently — and Petrach’s sonnets as well; 
but notwithstanding all that, Maitre Bilot, I don’t 
believe you thoroughly understand anything outside 
of your own wines and sauces, which, I am bound 
to admit, are always excellent. And pray, who is 
the favoured object of this platonic attachment? ” 

“One of the members of the troupe,” Bilot re- 
plied, “and it is not to be wondered at, for he’s a 
handsome young fellow, and very different from the 
rest of them ; far superior, more like a gentleman 
than an actor; and I shrewdly suspect he is one,” 
added the landlord, with a knowing look. 

“ Well, now you must be happy ! ” said the 
Chevalier de Vidalinc to his friend. “ Here are un- 
expected obstacles in plenty, and a perfect none-such 
of a prize. A virtuous actress is a rare phenomenon, 
not to be found every day in the week. You are in 
luck ! ” 

“Are you sure,” continued the young duke, still 
addressing the landlord, and without paying any 
attention to the last remark, “that this chaste 
Isabelle does not accord any privileges secretly to 
that conceited young jackanapes? I despise the 
fellow thoroughly, and detest him as well.” 

“Your lordship does not know her,” answered 
Maitre Bilot, “or I should not need to declare, as 1 
do, that she is as spotless as the ermine. She would 
rather die than suffer a stain upon her purity. It is 
impossible to see much of her without perceiving that ; 
it shines out in everything that she says and does.” 

Hereupon a long discussion followed as to the 
best manner of conducting the attack upon this fair 
citadel, which the young nobleman became more and 
more determined to conquer, as new difficulties were 
suggested. The worthy landlord, who was a shrewd 
fellow and had made a just estimate of Isabelle’s 
character, finished by advising his noble interlocutor 
to turn his attention to Serafina, “who was very 
charming, and not less beautiful than Isabelle, and 
who would be greatly pleased and flattered by his 
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lordship’s notice.” This, because he felt sure that 
the duke would not succeed with Isabelle, in spite of 
his exalted rank, handsome person, and immense 
wealth, and he wished to spare him an inevitable 
disappointment. 

“It is Isabelle that I admire, and will have,” said 
Vallombreuse, in a dry tone that put an end to the 
discussion. “ Isabelle, and no other, Maitre Bilot ! ” 

Then plunging - his hand into his pocket, he drew 
forth a goodly number of gold pieces, and throwing 
them down carelessly on the table, said, “Pay your- 
self for the bottle of wine out of this, and keep the 
balance.” 

The landlord gathered up the louts with a deprecat- 
ing air, and dropped them one by one into his purse. 
The two gentlemen rose, without another word, put 
on their broad, plumed hats, threw their cloaks on 
their shoulders, and quitted the hotel. Vallombreuse 
took several turns up and down the narrow alley 
between the Amies de France and his own garden 
wall, looking up searchingly at Isabelle’s window 
every time he passed under it; but it was all for 
naught. Isabelle, now on her guard, did not 
approach the window again ; the curtain was drawn 
closely over it, and not a sign visible from without 
that the room was occupied. Tired at last of this 
dull work, the duke slowly withdrew to his own 
mansion. 

H^rode had selected for their first representation 
in Poitiers a new play, which all the comedians were 
very much occupied in learning and rehearsing, to 
be followed by the Rodomontades of Captain 
Fracasse, in which de Sigognac was to make his real 
ddbut before a real public — having only acted as yet 
to an audience of calves, horned cattle, and peasants 
in Bellombre’s barn. He was studying diligently 
under the direction of Blazius, who was more de- 
voted to him than ever, and who had proposed 
something which was a most welcome suggestion 
to the sensitive young baron. This was for him to 
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wear what is called a half-mask, which covers only 
the forehead and nose, hut if arranged with skill 
alters entirely the wearer’s appearance — so that his 
nearest friend would not recognize him — without 
interfering materially with his comfort. This idea 
de Sigognac hailed with delight, for it insured his 
preserving his incognito ; the light pasteboard screen 
seemed to him like the closed visor of a helmet, 
behind which he need not shrink from facing the 
enemy — that is to stay the gazing crowd on the 
other side of the footlights. With it he would take 
merely the part of the unknowm, concealed intelli- 
gence that directs the movements of the marionette, 
and the voice that makes it speak; only he should 
be within it, instead of behind the scenes pulling the 
strings — his dignity would have nothing to suffer in 
playing the game in that manner, and for this relief 
from a dreaded ordeal he was unspeakably thankful. 
Blazius, who never could take too much pains in the 
service of his dear baron, himself modelled and 
fashioned the little mask, very deftly, so as to make 
his stage physiognomy as unlike his real, every-day 
countenance as possible. A prominent nose, very 
red at the point, bushy, high-arched eyebrows, and 
an immensely heavy moustache drooping over his 
mouth, completely disguised the well-cut, regular 
features of the handsome young nobleman, and 
although in reality it only concealed the forehead 
and nose, yet it transfigured the whole face. 

There was to be a dress rehearsal the evening 
before the first representation, so that the}' might 
judge of the general effect in their improvised 
theatre, and test its capabilities ; and as the actresses 
could not very well go through the streets in full 
costume, they were to finish their toilets in the 
green-room, while the actors made themselves ready 
for the stage in the small dressing-closets set aside 
for that purpose. All the gentlemen in Poitiers, 
young and old, were wild to penetrate into this 
temple, or rather sacristy, of Thalia, where the 
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priestesses of that widely worshipped muse adorned 
themselves to celebrate her mysterious rites, and a 
great number of them had succeeded in gaining 
admittance. They crowded round the actresses, 
oilcring advice as to the placing of a (lower or a 
jewel, handing the powder-box or the rouge-pot, 
presenting the" little hand-mirror, taking upon them- 
selves alf such small oiiiccs with the greatest cm- 
prcsscmcnl, and vying with each other in their 
gallant attention upon the fair objects of their ad- 
miration; the younger and more timid among them 
holding a little aloof and sitting on the large cheats 
scattered about, swinging their feet and twisting 
their moustaches, while they watched the proceed- 
ings of their bolder companions with envious eyes. 
Each actress had her own circle of admiring cavalieis 


about her, paying her high-flown compliments in the 
exaggerated language of the day, and doing their 
best to make thcmsch es agreeable in every way 
thev could think of. Zerbine laughed at them all, 
and made fun of them unmercifully, turning every- 
thing they said into ridicule; yet so coquettishly 
that they thought her bewitching, in spite of her 
sharp tongue, which was like a two-edged sword. 
Serafma, whose vanity was overweening, delighted 
in the fulsome homage paid to her charms, and 
smiled encouragingly upon her throng of admirers, 
but Isabelle, who was intensely annoyed at the whole 
thing, did not pay the slightest attention to them, 
nor even once raise her eyes to look at them ; being 
apparently absorbed in the duties of her toilet, which 
she accomplished as quietly and modestly as possiblr- 
— having left only the finishing touches to be given 
in that public place. 

The Duke of Vallombreuse was careful, of course 
not to miss this excellent opportunity, of which he 
had been informed by Maitre Bilot, to see jTv.n 
again, and entering the green-room in good sr-z SO n 
followed by his friend Vidalmc, marched strShi 
up to her toilet-table. He was enchanted to find 
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that, on this close inspection, she was even more 
beautiful than he had supposed, and in his enthusi- 
astic delight at this discovery could scarcely refrain 
from seizing her in his arms and declaring his 
passion there and then; only the presence of the 
crowd of lookers-on saved Isabelle from what would 
have been a most trying and painful scene. The 
young duke was superbly dressed. He had spared 
no pains, for he wanted to dazzle Isabelle, and he 
certainly did look splendidly handsome. He wore a 
magnificent costume of rich white satin, slashed and 
trimmed with crimson, with many knots of ribbon 
about it fastened with diamond clasps, with broad 
ruffles of exquisitely fine lace at throat and wrists, 
with a‘ wide belt of cloth of silver supporting his 
sword, and with perfumed gloves on the hands that 
held his white felt hat, with its long crimson feather. 
His wavy black hair fell around the perfect oval of 
his face, enhancing its smooth whiteness; a delicate 
moustache, shaded, not concealed, his full red lips, 
his splendid, great black eyes flashed through their 
thick, silky fringes, and his neck, white and round 
as a marble column, rose from amid its surround- 
ing of soft, priceless lace, proudly supporting his 
haughty, handsome head. Yet with all this perfec- 
tion of outline and colouring, his appearance was 
not entirely pleasing; a repelling haughtiness shone 
out through the perfectly modelled features, and it 
was but too evident that the joys and sorrows of his 
fellow mortals would awaken no sympathy in the 
owner of that surpassingly handsome face and form. 
He believed that he was not made of common clay 
like other men, but was a being of a higher order, 
who condescended to mingle with his inferiors — a 
piece of fine porcelain amid homely vessels of coarser 
earthenware. 

Vallombreuse stationed himself silently close 
beside the mirror on Isabelle's dressing-table, lean- 
ing one elbow on its frame — all the other gallants 
respectfully making way for him — just where she 
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could not possibly help seeing him whenever she 
looked in the glass; a skilful manoeuvre, which would 
surely have succeeded with any other than this 
modest young girl. He wished to produce an im- 
pression, before addressing a word to her, by his 
personal beauty, his lordly mien, and his magnifi- 
cence of apparel. Isabelle, who had instantly recog- 
nized the audacious gallant of the garden, and who 
was displeased by the imperious ardour of his gaze, 
redoubled her reserve of manner, and did not lift 
her eyes to the mirror in front of her at all ; she did 
not even- seem to be aware that one of the hand- 
somest young noblemen in all France was standing 
there before her, trying to win a glance from her 
lovely eyes — but then, she was a singular girl, this 
sweet Isabelle 1 At length, exasperated by her utter 
indifference, Vallombreuse suddenly took the initia- 
tive, and said to her, “Mademoiselle, you take the 
part of Sylvia in this new play, do you not? ” 
“Yes, sir,” Isabelle answered curtly, without look- 
ing at him — not able to evade this direct question. 

“Then never will a part have been so admirably 
played,” continued the duke. “ If it is poor your 
acting will make it excellent, if it is fine you will 
make it peerless. Ah ! happy indeed the poet whose 
verses are intrusted to those lovely lips of yours.” 

These vague compliments were only such as 
admiring gallants were in the habit of lavishing 
upon pretty actresses, and Isabelle could not with 
any show of reason resent it openly, but she acknow- 
ledged it only by a very slight bend of the head, and 
still without looking up. At this moment de 
Sigognac entered the green-room ; he was masked 
and in full costume, just buckling around his waist 
the belt of the big sword he had inherited from 
Matamore, with the cobweb dangling from the scab- 
bard. He also marched straight up to Isabelle, and 
was received with a radiant smile. 

“You are capitally got up,” she said to him in a 
low tone, so low that he had to bend down nearer 
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her to hear, “and I am sure that no fierce Spanish 
captain ever had a more superbly arrogant air than 
you.” 

The Duke of Vallombreuse drew himself up to his 
full height, and looked this unwelcome new-comer 
over from head to foot, with an air of the coolest, 
most haughty disdain. “This must be the contempt- 
ible scoundrel they say she’s in love with,” he said 
to himself, swelling with indignation and spite — 
filled with amazement too — for he could not conceive 
of a woman’s hesitating for an instant between the 
magnificent young Duke of Vallombreuse and this 
ridiculous play-actor. After the first rapid glance he 
made as if he did not perceive de Sigognac at all, no 
more than if he had been a piece of furniture standing 
there; for him Captain Fracasse was not a man, but 
a thing , and he continued to gaze fixedly at poor 
Isabelle — liis eyes fairly blazing with passion — 
exactly as though no one was near. She, confu'sed 
at last, and alarmed, blushed painfully, in spite of all 
her efforts to appear calm and unmoved, and hast- 
ened to finish what little remained to be done, so 
that she might make her escape, for she could see 
de Sigognac’s hand close spasmodically on the 
handle of his sword, and, realizing how he must be 
feeling, feared an outbreak on his part. With 
trembling fingers she adjusted a little black 
“ mouche ” near the corner of her pretty mouth, 
and pushed back her chair preparatory to rising 
from it — having a legitimate cause for haste, as the 
tyrant had already more than once roared out from 
the stage door, “ Mesdemoiselles, are you ready?” 

“Permit me, Mademoiselle,” said the duke, start- 
ing forward, “you have forgotten to put on an 
‘ assassino,’ ” and touching the tip of his forefinger 
to his lips he plunged it into the box of patches 
standing open on the dressing-table, and brought 
one out on it. "Permit me to put it on for you — 
here, just above your snowy bosom ; it will enhance 
its exquisite whiteness.” 
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The action followed so quickly upon the words 
that Isabelle, terrified at this cruel effrontery, had 
scarcely time to start to one side, and so escape his 
profane touch; but the duke was’not one to be easily 
baulked in anything he particularly desired to do, 
and pressing nearer he again extended his hand 
towards Isabelle’s white neck, and had almost suc- 
ceeded in accomplishing his object, when his arm 
was seized from behind, and held firmly in a grasp 
of iron. Furiously angry, he turned his head to see 
who had dared to lay hands upon his sacred person, 
and perceived that it was the odious Captain 
Fracasse. 

“My lord duke,” said he calmly, still holding his 
wrist firmly, “ Mademoiselle is in need of no assist- 
ance from you, or any one else, in this matter.” 
Then his grasp relaxed and he let go of the duke’s 
arm. 

Vallombreuse, who looked positively hideous at 
that moment, his face pale to ghastliness and dis- 
figured by the rage he felt, grasped the hilt of his 
sword with the hand released by de Sigognac, and 
drew it partly out of its scabbard, as if he meant to 
attack him, his eyes flashing fire and every feature 
working, in his frenzy — the baron meanwhile stand- 
ing perfectly motionless, quietly awaiting the onset. 
But ere he had touched him the duke stopped short ; 
a sudden thought had extinguished his blazing fury 
like a douche of cold water; his self-control returned, 
his face resumed its wonted expression, the colour 
came to his lips, and his eyes showed the most icy 
disdain, the most supreme contempt that it could be 
possible for one human being to manifest for 
another. He had remembered just in time that he 
must not so greatly demean himself as to cross 
swords with a person of no birth, and an actor 
besides; all his pride revolted at the bare idea of 
such a thing. An insult coming from a. creature so 
low in the social scale could not reach him. Does a 
gentleman declare war upon the mud that bespatters 
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him? However, it was not in his character to leave 
an offence unpunished, no matter whence it pro- 
ceeded, and stepping nearer to de Sigognac he said, 
“You impertinent scoundrel, I will have every bone 
in your body broken for you with cudgels, by my 
lackeys.” 

“You’d better take care what you do, my lord,” 
answered the baron, in the most tranquil tone and 
with the most careless air imaginable, “you’d much 
better take care what you do ! My bones are not so 
easily broken, but cudgels may be. I do not put up 
with blows anywhere but on the stage.” 

“However insolent you may choose to be, you 
graceless rascal, you cannot provoke me to do you 
so much honour as to attack you myself ; that is too 
high an ambition for such as you to realize,” said 
Vallombreuse, scornfully. 

“We will see about that, my lord duke,” de 
Sigognac replied ; “ it may happen that I, having less 
pride than yourself, will fight you, and conquer you, 
with my own hands.” 

“I do not dispute with a masker,” said the duke 
shortly, taking Vidalinc’s arm as if to depart. 

“ I will show you my face, duke, at a more fitting 
time and place,” de Sigognac continued composedly, 
“and I think it will be still more distasteful to you 
than my false nose. But enough for the present. 1 
hear the bell that summons me, and if I wait any 
longer here with you I shall miss my entry at the 
proper moment.” 

He turned on his heel and leisurely walked off, 
with admirable nonchalance, leaving the haughty 
duke very much disconcerted, and at a disadvantage, 
as indeed de Sigognac had cleverly managed that he 
should be throughout the brief interview. 

The comedians were charmed with his courage and 
coolness, but, knowing his real rank, were not so 
much astonished as the other spectators of this 
extraordinary scene, who were both shocked and 
amazed at such temerity. 



The Duke of Vallombreuse 147 

Isabelle was so terrified and excited by this fierce 
altercation that a deathly pallor had overspread her 
troubled face, and Zerbine, who had flown to her 
assistance, had to fetch some of her own rouge and 
bestow it plentifully upon the colourless lips and 
cheeks before she could obey the tyrant’s impatient 
call, again resounding through the green-room. 
When she tried to rise her trembling knees had 
nearly given way under her, and but for the 
soubrette’s kind support she must have fallen to the 
floor. To have been the cause, though innocently, 
of a quarrel like this was a terrible blow to poor 
Isabelle — sweet, pure, modest child that she was- — 
for she knew that it is a dreadful thing for any 
woman to have her name mixed up in such an affair, 
and shrank from the publicity that could not fail to 
be given to it; besides, she loved de Sigognac with 
fervour and devotion, though she had never acknow- 
ledged it to him, and the thought of the danger to 
which he was exposed, of a secret attack by the 
duke’s hired ruffians, or even of a duel with his 
lordship himself, drove her well nigh frantic with 
grief and terror. 

In spite of this untoward incident, the rehearsal 
went on, and very smoothly ; the theatre was found 
to be all that they could desire, and everybody acted 
with much spirit. Even poor, trembling Isabelle did 
herself credit, though her heart was heavy within 
her; but for de Sigognac’s dear sake, whose anxious 
glances she strove to meet with a reassuring smile, . 
she succeeded in controlling her emotion, and felt 
inspired to do her very best. As to Captain 
Fracasse, excited by the quarrel, he acted superbly. 
Zerbine surpassed herself. Shouts of laughter and 
storms of clapping followed her animated words and 
gestures. From one corner, near the , orchestra, 
came such vigorous bursts of applause, leading all 
the rest and lasting longer than any, that at last 
Zerbine’s attention was attracted and her curiosity 
excited. Approaching tire foot-lights, in such a way 
L 2 
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as to make it appear part of her usual by-play, she 
peered over them and caught sight of her marquis, 
beaming with smiles and flushed from his violent 
efforts in her behalf. 

“The marquis is here,” she managed to whisper 
to Blazius, who was playing Pandolphe; “just look 
at him ! how delighted he is, and how he applauds 
me — till he is actually red in the face, the dear man ! 
So he admires my acting, does he? Well, he shall 
have a spicy specimen of it, then.”. 

Zerbinc kept her word, and, from that on to the 
end of the piece, played with redoubled spirit. She 
was never so sparkling, so bewitchingly coquettish, 
so charmingly mischievous before, and the delighted 
marquis was more fascinated than ever. The new 
play, entitled “ Lygdamon et Lydias,” and written 
by de Scudery, was next rehearsed, and highly 
approved by all — without a single dissenting voice. 
Leander, who played the leading part of Lygdamon, 
was really admirable in it, and entertained high 
hopes of the effect he should produce upon the fair 
ladies of Poitiers and its environs. 

But we will leave our comedians now, andTollow 
the Duke of Vallombreuse and his devoted friend 
Vidalinc. Quite beside himself with rage, the young 
duke, after the scene in the green-room in which he 
had played so unsatisfactory a part to himself, re 5 
turned to his own home and there raved to Vidalinc 
about his revenge, threatening the insolent captain 
-with all manner of punishments, and going on like a 
madman. His friend tried in vain to soothe him. 
He rushed wildly around the room, wringing his 
hands, kicking the furniture about right and left, 
upsetting tables and arm-chairs, and Finally, seizing 
a large Japanese vase, very curious and costly, 
threw it violently on the floor, where it broke into a 
thousand pieces. 

“ Oh ! ” he shrieked, “ if I could only smash that 
abominable blackguard like this vase, trample him 
under foot as I do this diibris, and then have the 



The Duke of Vallombreuse 149 

remains of him swept up and thrown out into the 
dust-heap, where he belongs. A miserable scoun- 
drel, that dares to interpose between me, the Duke 
of Vallombreuse, and the object of my desires ! If 
he were only a gentleman I would fight him, on foot 
or on horseback, with swords, daggers, pistols, any- 
thing in the shape of a weapon, until I had him 
down, with my foot on his breast, and could spit into 
the face of his corpse.” 

“Perhaps he is one,” said Vidalinc; “his 
audacious defiance looks like it. You remember 
what Maitre Bilot told you about Isabelle’s favoured 
lover? This must be the one, judging by his 
jealousy of you, and the agitation of the girl.” 

“ Do you really mean what you say ? ” cried 
Vallombreuse, contemptuously. “ What ! a man of 
birth and condition mingle voluntarily and on terms 
of equality with these low buffoons of actors, paint 
his nose red, and strut about the stage, receiving 
cuffs and kicks from everybody? Oh no, Vidalinc, 
the thing is impossible.” 

“But just remember,” persisted the chevalier, 
“that mighty Jove himself resorted to the expedient 
of adopting the shapes of various beasts, as well as 
birds, in his terrestrial love affairs, which was surely 
much more derogatory to the majesty of the king of 
the gods than to play in a comedy is to the dignity 
of a gentleman.” 

“Never mind,” said the duke, as he rang a small 
hand-bell sharply; “he he what he may, I intend first 
to have the scamp well punished in his character of 
play-actor; even though I should be obliged to chas- 
tise the gentleman afterwards, if there prove to be 
one hidden behind that ridiculous mask — which idea 
I cannot credit.” 

“ If there be one ! There’s no doubt of it, I tell 
you,” rejoined his friend, with an air of conviction. 
“The more I think of it, the more positive I am of 
it. Why, his eyes shone like stars under his over- 
hanging false eyebrows, and in -spite of his absurd 
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paste-board nose lie had a grand, majestic air about 
him that was very imposing, and would be utterly 
impossible to a low-born man.” 

“Well, so much the better,” said Vallombreuse ; 
“for if you are right, I can make his punishment 
twofold.” 

Meantime a servant, in rich livery, had entered, 
and after bowing low stood as motionless as a statue, 
with one hand on the knob of the door, awaiting his 
master’s orders ; which were presently given, as 
follows : “Go and call up Basque, Azolan, Mdrindol, 
and Labriche, if they have gone to bed ; tell them to 
arm themselves with stout cudgels and go down to 
the tennis-court, find a dark corner near by and wait 
there, until the players come out, for a certain 
Captain Fracasse. They are to fall upon him and 
beat him until they leave him for dead upon the 
pavement, but to be careful not to kill him outright 
— it might be thought that I was afraid of him if 
they did, you know,” in an aside to Vidalinc. “I 
will be responsible for the consequences; and with 
every blow they are to cry, ' This is from the Duke 
of Vallombreuse,’ so that he may understand plainly 
what it means.” 

This order, though of so savage and fierce a 
nature, did not seem to surprise the lackey, who, as 
he retired, assured his lordship, with an unmoved 
countenance and another low bow, that his com- 
mands should be immediately obeyed. 

“I am sorry,” said Vidalinc, after the servant had 
closed the door behind him, “that you mean to treat 
this man so roughly, for after all he showed a spirit 
superior to his position, and becoming a gentleman. 
Suppose you let me go and pick a quarrel with him, 
and kill him for you in a duel. All blood is red when 
it is shed, the lowly as well as the lofty, though they 
do pretend that the blood of the nobles is blue. I 
come of a good and ancient family, if not so high in 
rank as yours, and I have no fear of belittling myself 
in thrs affair; Only say the word, and I will go this 
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instant, for this histrionic captain is, it seems to me, 
more worthy of the sword of a gentleman than the 
cudgels of your hired ruffians.” 

“I thank jmu heartily for this offer,” answered 
the duke, “which proves your faithful devotion to 
me and my interests, but I cannot accept it. That 
low scoundrel has dared to lay hands upon me, and 
he must expiate his crime in the most ignominious 
way. Should he prove to be a gentleman, he will 
be able to find redress. I never fail to respond, as 
you know, when there is question of- settling a matter 
by the sword.” 

“As you please, my lord duke,” said Vidalinc, 
stretching out his legs lazily and putting his feet on 
the fender, with the air of a man who can do no 
more, but must stand aside and let things take their 
own course. “ By the way, do you know that Sera- 
fina is charming? I paid her several compliments, 
which were very graciously received ; and more than 
that, she has promised to allow me to call upon her, 
and appointed the time. She is a very amiable as 
well as beautiful young woman. Maitre Bilot was 
perfectly correct in his statements to us.” 

After which the two gentlemen awaited, in almost 
unbroken silence, the return of the four ruffians who 
had gone forth to chastise de Sigognac. 



CHAPTER VIII 

A MfcLlfE AND A DUEL 

The rehearsal was over, and the comedians were 
preparing to return to their hotel ; de Sigognac, 
expecting some sort of an assault on his way through 
the deserted streets, did not lay aside Matamore’s 
big sword with the rest of his costume. It was an 
excellent Spanish blade, very long, and with a large 
basket hilt, which made a perfect protection for 
the hand — altogether a weapon which, wielded by a 
brave man, was by no means to be despised, and 
which could give, as well as parry, good hard thrusts. 
Though scarcely able to inflict a mortal wound, as 
the point and edge had been blunted, according to 
the usual custom of theatrical sword-owners, it would 
be, however, all that was requisite to defend its 
wearer against the cudgels of the ruffians that the 
Duke of Vallombreuse had despatched to administer 
his promised punishment. Hdrode, who also antici- 
pated an attack upon de Sigognac, and was not one 
to desert a friend when danger threatened, took the 
precaution to arm himself with the big heavy club 
that was used to give the signal — three loud raps — 
for the rising of the curtain, which made a very 
formidable weapon, and would do good service in 
his strong hands. 

“Captain,” said he to the baron as they quitted 
the tennis-court, “we will let the women go on a 
little way in advance of us, under the escort of 
Blazius and Leander, one of whom is too old, the 
other too cowardly, to be of any service to us in case 

1 52 



A Melde and a Duel 


153 

of need. And we don’t want to have their fair 
charges terrified, and deafening us with their shrieks. 
Scapin shall accompany us, for he knows a clever 
trick or two for tripping a man up, that I have seen 
him perform admirably in several wrestling bouts. 
He will lay one or two of our assailants flat on their 
backs for us before they can turn round. In any 
event here is my good club, to supplement your good 
sword.” 

“Thanks, my brave friend Hdrode,” answered de 
Sigognac, “your kind offer is not one to be refused; 
but let us take our precautions not to be surprised, 
though we are in force. We will march along in 
single file, through the very middle of the street, so 
that these rogues, lurking in dark corners, will have 
to emerge from their hiding places to come out to 
us, and we shall be able to see them before they can 
strike us. I will draw my sword, you brandish your 
club, and Scapin must cut a pigeon wing, so as to 
make sure that his legs are supple and in good work- 
ing order. Now, forward march ! ” 

He put himself at the head of the little column, 
and advanced cautiously into the narrow street that 
led from the tennis-court to the hotel of the Armes 
de France, which was very crooked, badly paved, 
devoid of lamps, and capitally well calculated for 
an ambuscade. The overhanging gable-ends on 
either side of the way made the darkness in the street 
below them still more dense — a most favourable 
circumstance for the ruffians lying in wait there. 
Not a single ray of light streamed forth from the 
shut-up houses, whose inmates were presumably all 
sleeping soundly in their comfortable beds, and there 
was no moon that night. Basque, Azolan, Labriche 
and Mdrindol had been waiting more than half-an- 
hour for Captain Fracasse in this street, which they 
knew he was obliged to pass through in returning to 
his hotel. They had disposed themselves in pairs 
oh opposite sides of the way. so that when he was 
between them their clubs could all play upon him 
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together, like the hammers of the Cyclops on their 
great anvil. The passing of the group of women, 
escorted by Blazius and Leander, none of whom per- 
ceived them, had warned them of the approach of 
their victim, and they stood awaiting his appearance, 
firmly grasping their cudgels in readiness to pounce 
upon him ; little dreaming of the reception in store 
for them — for ordinarily, indeed one may say invari- 
ably, the poets, actors, bourgeois, and such-like, 
whom the nobles condescended to have cudgelled by 
their hired ruffians, employed expressly for that pur- 
pose, took their chastisement meekly, and without 
attempting to make any resistance. Despite the 
extreme darkness of the night, the baron, with his 
penetrating eyes, made out the forms of the four 
villains lying in wait for him, at some distance, and 
before he came up with them stopped, and made as 
if he meant to turn back — which ruse deceived them 
completely — and fearing that their prey was about 
to escape them, they rushed impetuously forth from 
their hiding places towards him. Azolan was the 
first, closely followed by the others, and all crying 
at the tops of their voices, “ Kill ! kill ! this for 
Captain Fracasse, from the Duke of Vallombreuse;” 
Meantime de Sigognac had wound his large cloak 
several times round his left arm for a shield, and 
receiving upon it the first blow from Azolan’s cudgel, 
returned it with such a violent lunge, full in his 
antagonist’s breast, that the miserable fellow went 
over backward, with great force, right into the 
gutter running down the middle of the street, with 
his head in the mud and his heels in the air. If the 
point of the sword had not been blunted, it would 
infallibly have gone through his body, and come 
out between his shoulder-blades, leaving a dead 
man, instead of only a stunned one, on the ground. 
Basque, in spite of his comrade’s disaster, advanced 
to the charge bravely, but a furious blow on his 
head, with the flat of the blade, sent him down like 
a shot, and made him see scores of stars, though 
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there was not one visible in the sky that night. 
The tyrant’s club encountering Mdrindol’s cudgel 
broke, it short off, and the latter finding himself 
disarmed, took to his heels ; not however without 
receiving a tremendous blow on the shoulder before 
he could get out of Hdrode’s reach. Scapin, for 
his part, had seized Lebriche suddenly round the 
waist from behind, pinning down his arms so that 
he could not use his club at all, and raising him 
from the ground quickly, with one dexterous move- 
ment tripped him up, and sent him rolling on the 
pavement ten paces off, so violently that he was 
knocked senseless — the back of his neck coming in 
contact with a projecting stone — and lay apparently 
lifeless where he fell. 

So the way was cleared, and the victory in this 
fierce encounter was honourably gained by our hero 
and his two companions over the four sturdy 
ruffians, who had never been defeated before. They 
were in sorry case now — Azolan and Basque creep- 
ing stealthily away, on their hands and knees, trying 
under cover of the darkness to put themselves be- 
yond the reach of further danger; Labriche lying 
motionless, like a drunken man, across the gutter, 
and Merindol, less badly hurt, flying towards home 
as fast as his legs could carry him. As he drew near 
the house, however, he slackened his pace, for he 
dreaded the duke’s anger more than Hdrode’s club, 
and almost forgot, for the moment, the terrible 
agony from his dislocated shoulder, from which the 
arm hung down helpless and inert. Scarcely had he 
entered the outer door ere he was summoned to the 
presence of the duke, who was all impatient to 
learn the details of the tremendous thrashing that, 
he took it for granted, they had given to Captain 
Fracasse. When Mdrindol was ushered in, fright- 
ened and embarrassed, trembling in every limb, not 
knowing what to say or do, and suffering fearfully 
from his injured shoulder, he paused at the threshold, 
and stood speechless and motionless, waiting breath- 
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together, like the hammers of the Cyclops on their 
great anvil. The passing of the group of women, 
escorted by Blazius and Leandcr, none of whom per- 
ceived them, had warned them of the approach of 
their victim, and they stood awaiting his appearance, 
firmly grasping their cudgels in readiness to pounce 
upon him; little dreaming of the reception in store 
for them -for ordinarily, indeed one may say invari- 
ably, the poets, actors, bourgeois, and such-likc, 
whom the nobles condescended to have cudgelled by 
their lured ruffians, employed expressly for that pur- 
pose, took their chastisement meekly, and without 
attempting to make any resistance. Despite the 
extreme darkness of the night, the baron, with his 
penetrating eyes, made out the forms of the four 
villains lying in wait for him, at some distance, and 
before lie came up with them stopped, and made as 
if he meant to turn back — which ruse deceived them 
completely — and fearing that their prey was about 
to escape them, they rushed impetuously forth from 
their hiding places towards him. Azolan was the 
first, closely followed by the others, and all crying 
at the tops of their voices, “ Kill 1 kill ! this for 
Captain Fracasse, from the Duke of Vnllombreusc;” 
Meantime de Sigognac had wound his large cloak 
several times round his left arm for a shield, and 
receiving upon it the first blow from Azoinn’s cudgel, 
returned it with such a violent lunge, full in his 
antagonist’s breast, that the miserable fellow went 
over backward, with great force, right into the 
gutter running down the middle of the street, with 
his head in the mud and his heels in the air. If the 
point of the sword had not been blunted, it would 
infallibly have gone through his body, and come 
out between his shoulder-blades, leaving a dead 
man, instead of only a stunned one, on the ground. 
Basque, in spite of his comrade’s disaster, advanced 
to the charge bravely, but a furious blow on his 
head, with the fiat of the blade, sent him down like 
a shot, and made him see scores of stars, though 
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rescued you from the galleys and the gallows, and 
took you into my service, believing that you were 
brave rascals, and not afraid of anything or any- 
body on the face of the globe. And now, answer me 
this : When you found that clubs would not do, why 
didn’t you whip out your swords and have at him? ” 

“My lord had given us orders for a beating, not 
an 'assassination, and we would not have dared to 
go beyond his commands.’’ 

“Behold,” cried Vidalinc, laughing contemptu- 
ously, “behold a faithful, exact and conscientious 
scoundrel, whose obedience does not deviate so much 
as a hair’s breadth from his lord’s commands. How 
delightful and refreshing to find such purity and 
fidelity, combined with such rare courage, in the 
character of a professional cut-throat ! But now, 
Vallombreuse, what do you think of all this? This 
chase of yours opens well, and romantically, in a 
manner that must be immensely pleasing to you, 
since you find the pursuit agreeable in proportion to 
its difficulty, and the obstacles in the way constitute 
its greatest charms for you. I ought to congratulate 
you, it seems to me. This Isabelle, for an actress, is 
not easy of access; she dwells in a fortress, without 
drawbridge or other means of entrance, and guarded, 
as we read of in the history of ancient chivalry, by 
dragons breathing out flames of fire and smoke. 
But here comes our routed army.” 

Azolan, Basque, and Labriche, who had recovered 
from his swoon, now presented themselves reluc- 
tantly at the door, and stood extending their hands 
supplicatingly towards their master. They were 
a miserable-looking set of wretches enough — very 
pale, fairly livid indeed, haggard, dirty and blood- 
stained ; for although they had only contused wounds, 
the force of the blows had set the blood flowing 
from their noses, and great red stains disfigured 
their hideous countenances. 

“ Get to your kennel, ye hounds ! ” cried the duke, 
in a terrible voice, being moved only to anger by 
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lessly for a word or gesture of encouragement from 
the duke, who glared at him in silence. 

“Well,” at length said the Chevalier de Vidalinc 
to the discomfited Merindol, seeing that Vallom- 
breuse only stared at him savagely and did not seem 
inclined to speak, “what news do you bring us? 
Bad, I am sure, for you have by no means a 
triumphant air — very much the reverse, indeed, I 
should say.” 

“ My lord, the duke, of course cannot doubt our 
zeal in striving to execute his orders, to the best of 
our ability,” said Merindol, cringingly, “but this 
time we have had very bad luck.” 

“What do you mean by that?” asked the duke 
sharply, with an angry frown and flashing eyes, 
before which the stout ruffian quailed. “There were 
four of you ! do you mean to tell me that, among - 
you, you could not succeed in thrashing this miser- 
able play-actor ? ” 

“That miserable play-actor, my lord,” Merindol 
replied, plucking up a little courage, "far exceeds 
in vigour and bravery the great Hercules they tell 
us of. He fell upon us with such fury that in one 
instant he had knocked Azolan and Basque down 
into the gutter. They fell under his blows like paste- 
board puppets — yet they are both strong men, and 
used to hard knocks. Labriche was tripped up and 
cleverly thrown by another actor, and fell with such 
force that he was completely stunned ; the back of 
his head has found out that the stones of Poitiers 
pavements are harder than it is, poor fellow 1 As for 
me, my thick club was broken short off by an 
immense stick in the hands of that giant they call 
Hdrode, and my shoulder so badly hurt that I shan’t 
have the use of my arm here for a fortnight.” 

“You are no better than so many calves, you 
pitiful, cowardly knaves ! ” cried the Duke of Val- 
lombreuse, in a perfect frenzy of rage. • “Why, any 
old woman could put you to rout with her distaff, 
and not half try. I made a horrid mistake when I 
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rich silken hangings drawn round his luxurious 
bed. 

When de Sigognac, the tyrant and Scapin reached 
the Amies de France , after having overcome the 
serious obstacles in their way, they found the- others 
in a terrible state of alarm about them. In the 
stillness of the night they had distinctly heard the 
loud cries of the duke’s ruffians, and the noise of the 
fierce combat, and feared that their poor friends 
were being murdered. Isabelle, nearly frantic in her 
terror lest her lover should be overpowered and 
slain, tried to rush back to him, never remembering 
that she would be more of a hindrance than a help ; 
but at the first step she had again almost fainted 
away, and would have fallen upon the rough pave- 
ment but for Blazius and Zerbine, who, each taking 
an arm, supported her between them the rest of the 
way to the hotel. When they reached it at last, she 
refused to go to her own room, but waited with the 
others at the outer door for news of their comrades, 
fearing the worst, yet prayerfully striving to hope 
for the best. At sight of de Sigognac — who, alarmed 
at her extreme pallor, hastened anxiously to her side 
— she impetuously raised her arms to heaven, as a 
low cry of thanksgiving escaped her lips, and letting 
them fall around his neck, for one moment hid her 
streaming eyes against his shoulder; but quickly 
regaining her self-control, she withdrew herself 
gently from the detaining arm that had fondly 
encircled her slender, yielding form, and stepping 
back from him a little, resumed with a strong effort 
her usual reserve and quiet dignity. 

“And you are not wounded or hurt? ” she asked, 
in her sweetest tones, her face glowing with happi- 
ness as she caught his reassuring gesture; he could 
not speak yet for emotion. The clasp of her arms 
round his neck had been like a glimpse of heaven to 
him — a moment of divine ecstasy. “Ah ! if he could 
only snatch her to his breast and hold her there 
for ever,” he was thinking, "close to the heart that 



158 Captain Fracassc 

the bight of this forlorn group of supplicants. “I'm 
sure i don’t know why 1 have not ordered you all 
soundly thrashed for your imbecility and cowardice. 
I shall send you my surgeon to examine your 
wounds, and see whether the thumps you make such 
a babyish outerv about reallv were as violent and 
overpowering as you represent. If they were not, 
1 will have you skinned alive, every mother’s son 
of you, idee the cels at Melun ; and now, begone ! 
out of my sight, quick, you vile cauaillr! " 

The discomfited ruffians turned and fled, thankful 
to make their escape, and forgetful for the moment 
of their painful wounds and bruises; such abject 
terror did the young duke's anger inspire in the 
breast of those hardened villains. When the poor 
devils had disappeared, Vallombrcuse threw himself 
down on a heap of cushions, piled up on a low, 
broad divan beside the fire, and fell into a reverie 
that Vidalinc was careful not to break in upon. 
They evidently were not pleasant thoughts that 
occupied him; dark, tempestuous ones rather, judg- 
ing by the expression of his handsome face, as he 
lay back idly among the soft pillows, looking very 
picturesque in the rich showy costume he still wore. 
He did not remain there long. Only n short time 
had elapsed when he suddenly started up, with a 
smothered imprecation, and bidding bis friend an 
abrupt good-night, retired to his own chamber, 
without touching the dainty little supper that had 
just been brought in. Vidalinc sat down and enjoyed 
it by himself, with perfect good humour, thinking 
meanwhile of Sernfina’s remarkable beauty and 
amiability, with which he was highly charmed, and 
not neglecting to drink her health in the duke’s 
choice wine ere he quitted the tabic, and, following 
his example, retired to his own room, where he 
slept soundly, dreaming of Scrafina, until morning; 
while Vallombrcuse, less fortunate, and still haunted 
by disturbing thoughts, tossed restlessly, and turned 
from side to side, courting sleep in vain, under the 
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rassment that they all burst into a hearty laugh, 
which did them much good after the intense excite- 
ment and alarm. 

After this, as it was late, the comedians bade each 
other good-night, and retired to their respective 
rooms; excepting de Sigognac, who remained for a 
while in the court, walking slowly back and forth, 
cogitating deeply. The actor was avenged, but the 
gentleman was not. Must he then throw aside the 
mask that concealed his identity, proclaim his real 
name, make a commotion, and run the risk of draw- 
ing down upon his comrades the anger of a powerful 
nobleman? Prudence said no, but honour said yes. 
The baron could not resist its imperious voice, and 
the moment that he decided to obey it he directed 
his steps towards Zerbine’s room. 

-He knocked gently at the door, which was opened 
cautiously, a very little way at first, by a servant, 
who instantly admitted the unexpected guest when 
he saw who it was. The large room was brilliantly 
lighted, with many rose-coloured wax candles in two 
handsome candelabra on a table covered with fine 
damask, on which smoked a dainty supper. Game 
and various other delicacies were there, most tempt- 
ingly served. One crystal decanter, with sprigs of 
gold scattered over its shining surface, was filled 
with wine rivalling the ruby in depth and brilliancy 
of hue, whilst that in the other was clear and yellow 
as a topaz. Only two places had been laid^on this 
festive board, and opposite Zerbine sat the Marquis 
de Bruy&res, of whom de Sigognac was in search. 
The soubrette welcomed him warmly, with a. grace- 
ful mingling of the actress’s familiarity with her 
comrade with her respect for the gentleman. . _ 

“ It is very charming of you to come and join us 
here, in our cosy little nest,” said the marquis to 
de Sigognac, with much cordiality, “and we are 
right glad to welcome you. Jacques, lay a place tor 
this gentleman — you will sup with us? 

" I will accept your kind invitation, do Sigognac 
M 
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beat for her alone,” as she continued : “ If the 
slightest harm had befallen you, because of me, I 
should have died of grief. But, oh ! how imprudent 
you were, to defy that handsome, wicked duke, who 
has the assurance and the pride of Lucifer himself, 
for the sake of a poor, insignificant girl like me. 
You were not reasonable, de Sigognac ! Now that 
you are a comedian, like the rest of us, you must 
learn to put up with certain impertinences and 
annoyances, without attempting to resent them.” 

“I never will,” said de Sigognac, finding his 
voice at last, “ I swear it, I never will permit an 
affront to be offered to the adorable Isabelle in my 
presence, even when 1 have on my player’s mask.” 

“Well spoken, Captain,” cried Hdrode, “well 
spoken, and bravely. I would not like to be the man 
to incur your wrath. By the powers above ! what 
a fierce reception you gave those rascals yonder. It 
was lucky for them that poor Matamore’s sword 
had no edge. If it had been sharp and pointed, you 
would have cleft them from head to heels, clean in 
two, as the ancient knight-errants did the Saracens, 
and wicked enchanters.” 

“Your club did as much execution as my sword, 
Herode, and your conscience need not reproach you, 
for they were not innocents that you slaughtered 
this time.” 

“No, indeed ! ” the tyrant rejoined, with a mighty 
laugh, “the flower of the galleys these — the cream 
of gallows-birds.” 

“ Such jobs would scarcely be undertaken by any 
other class of fellows, you know,” de Sigognac said : 
“but we must not neglect to make Scapin’s valiant 
deeds known, and praise them as they deserve. He 
fought and conquered without the aid of any other 
arms than those that nature gave him.” 

Scapin, who was a natural buffoon, acknowledged 
this encomium with a very low obeisance — his eyes 
cast down, his hand on his heart — and with such an 
irresistibly comical affectation of modesty and embar- 
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“I seized the duke’s arm, and stopped him before 
he had succeeded in what he meant to do,” continued 
de Sigognac, after a grateful glance at the sou- 
brette; “he was furiously angry, and assailed me 
with threats and invectives, to which I replied with 
a mocking sang-froid, from behind my stage mask. 
He declared he would have me thrashed by his 
lackeys* and in effect, as I was coming back to this 
house a little while ago, four ruffians fell upon me 
in the dark, narrow street. A couple of blows with 
the flat of my sword did for two of the rascals, while 
Herode arid Scapin put the other two hors-de- 
combat in fine style. Although the duke imagined 
that only a poor actor was concerned, yet as there 
is also a gentleman in that actor’s skin, such an 
outrage cannot be committed with impunity. You 
know me, marquis, though up to the present moment 
you have kindly and delicately respected my incog- 
nito, for which I thank you. You know who and 
what my ancestors were, and can certify that the 
family of de Sigognac has been noble for more than 
a thousand years, and that not one who has borne 
the name has ever had a blot on his scutcheon.” 

“Baron de Sigognac,” said the marquis, address- 
ing him for the first time by his own name, “I will 
bear witness, upon my honour, before whomsoever 
you may choose to name, to the antiquity and 
nobility of your family. Palam£de de Sigognac dis- 
tinguished himself by wonderful deeds of valour in 
the first crusade, to which he led a hundred lances, 
equipped, and transported thither, at his own ex- 
pense. That was at an epoch when the ancestors of 
some of the proudest nobles of France to-day were 
not even squires. He and Hugues de Bruy£res, my 
own ancestor, were warm friends, and slept in the 
same tent as brothers in arms.” 

At these glorious reminiscences de Sigognac 
raised his head proudly, and held it high ; he felt 
the pure blood of his ancestors throbbing in his 
veins, and his heart beat tumultuously. Zerbine, 
m 2 
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who was watching him, was surprised at the strange 
inward beauty — if the expression may be allowed — 
that seemed to shine through the young baron’s 
ordinarily sad countenance, and illuminate it. 

Meantime de Sigognac, in blissful ignorance of 
her ardent admiration, which would have been so 
distasteful to him, was saying to the marquis, “Such 
being your opinion of my family, you will not, I 
fancy, object to cany a challenge from me to the 
Duke of Vallombreuse.” 

"Assuredly I will do it for you,” answered the 
marquis, in a grave, measured way, widely different 
from his habitual good-natured, easy carelessness of 
manner and speech; “and, moreover, 1 offer my 
own services as your second. To-morrow morning 
I will present myself at the duke’s house in your 
behalf ; there is one thing to be said in his favour — 
that although he ma}' be, in fact is, very insolent, 
he is no coward, and he will no longer intrench him- 
self behind his dignity when he is made acquainted 
with your real rank. But enough of this subject 
for the present; I will see you to-morrow morning, 
in good season, and we will not weary poor Zerbine 
any longer with our man ’s talk of affairs of honour. I 
can plainly see that she is doing her best to suppress a 
yawn, and we would a great deal rather that a smile 
should part her pretty red lips, and disclose to us the 
rows of pearls within. Come, Zerbine, fill the Baron 
de Sigognac’s glass, and let us be merry again.” 

The soubrette obeyed, and with as much grace 
and dexterity as if she had been Hebe in person; 
everything that she attempted to do she did well, 
this clever little actress. The conversation became 
animated, and did not touch upon any other grave 
subject, but was mainly about Zerbine’s own acting 
— the marquis overwhelming her with compliments 
upon it, in which de Sigognac could truthfully and 
■ Jv ioin him, for the soubrette had really shown 
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was one of the most brilliant writers of the day — 
which the marquis declared that he considered per- 
fect, but slightly soporific ; adding that he, for his 
part, decidedly preferred the Rodomontades of 
Captain Fracasse to Lygdamon et Lydias — he was a 
gentleman of taste, the marquis ! 

As soon as he could do so without an actual breach 
of politeness, de Sigognac took his leave, and retir- 
ing to his own chamber locked himself in ; then took 
an ancient sword out of the woollen case in which 
he kept it to preserve it from rust — his father’s 
sword— which he had brought with him from home, 
as a faithful friend and ally. He drew it slowly out 
of the scabbard, kissing the hilt with fervent affec- 
tion and respect as he did so, for to him it was 
sacred. It was a handsome weapon, richly, but not 
too profusely, ornamented — a sword for service, not 
for show ; its blade of bluish steel, upon which a few 
delicate lines of gold were traced, bore the well- 
known mark of one of the most celebrated armourers 
of Toledo. The young baron examined the edge 
critically, drawing his fingers lightly over it, and 
then, resting the point against the door, bent it 
nearly double to test its elasticity. The noble blade 
stood the trial right valiantly, and there was no fear 
of its betraying its master in the hour of need. 
Delighted to have it in his hand again, and excited 
by the thought of what was in store for it and 
himself, de Sigognac began to fence vigorously 
against the wall, and to practise the various thrusts 
and passes that his faithful old Pierre, who was a 
famous swordsman, had taught him at Castle Misery. 
They had been in the habit of spending hours every 
day in these lessons, glad of some active occupation, 
and the exercise had developed the young baron’s 
frame, strengthened his muscles, and greatly aug- 
mented his natural suppleness and agility'. He was 
passionately fond of and had thoroughly studied the 
noble art of fencing, and, while he believed himself 
to be still only a scholar, had long been a master in 
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it — a proficient, such as is rarely to be found, even 
in the great cities. A better instructor than old 
Pierre he could not have had — not in Paris itself — 
and buried though he had been in the depths of the 
country, entirely isolated, and deprived of all the 
usual advantages enjoyed by young men of his rank, 
he yet had become, though perfectly unconscious of 
it, a match for the most celebrated swordsmen in 
France— that is to say, in the world — able to measure 
blades with the best of them. He may not have had 
all the elegant finish, and the many little airs and 
graces affected by the young sprigs of nobility and 
polished men of fashion in their sword-play, but 
skilful indeed must be the blade that could penetrate 
within the narrow circle of flashing steel in which 
he intrenched himself. Finding, after a long combat 
with an imaginary foe, that his hand had not lost its 
cunning, and satisfied at length both with himself and 
with his sword, which he placed near his bedside, de 
Sigognac was soon sleeping soundly, and as quietly 
as if he had never even dreamed of sending a chal- 
lenge to that lofty and puissant nobleman, the Duke 
of Vallombreuse. 

Isabelle meanwhile could not close her eyes, be- 
cause of her anxiety about the young baron. She 
knew that he would not allow the matter to rest 
where it was, and she dreaded inexpressibly the 
consequences of a quarrel with the duke; but the 
idea of endeavouring to prevent a duel never even 
occurred to her. In those days affairs of honour were 
regarded as sacred things, that women did not dream 
of interfering with, or rendering more trying to their 
near and dear ones by tears and lamentations, in 
anticipation of the danger to be incurred by them. 

At nine o’clock the next morning the Marquis de 
Bruy6res was astir, and went to look up de Sigog- 
nac, whom he found in his own room, in order to 
regulate with him the conditions of the duel. Tire 
baron asked him to take with him, in case of incre- 
dulity, or refusal of his challenge, on the duke’s 
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part, the old deeds and ancient parchments, to 
which large seals were suspended, the commissions 
of various sorts with royal signatures in faded ink, 
the genealogical tree of the de Sigognacs, and in 
fact all his credentials, which he had brought awav 
from the ch&teau with him as his most precious 
treasures ; for they were indisputable witnesses to the 
nobility and antiquity of his house. These valuable 
documents, with their strange old Gothic characters, 
scarcely decipherable save by experts, were carefully 
wrapped up in a piece of faded crimson silk, which 
looked as if it might have been part of the very 
banner borne by Palam^de de Sigognac at the head 
of his hundred followers in the first crusade. 

“I do not believe,” said the marquis, “that these 
credentials will be necessary; my word should be 
sufficient ; it has never yet been doubted. However, 
as it is possible that this hot-headed young duke 
may persist in recognizing only Captain Fracasse 
in your person, I will let my servant accompany me 
and carry them for me to his house, in case I should 
deem it best to produce them.” 

“You must do whatever you think proper and 
right,” de Sigognac answered ; “ I have implicit 
confidence in your judgment, and leave my honour 
in your hands, without a condition or reservation.” 

“ It will be safe with me, I do solemnly assure 
you,” said the Marquise de Bruy&res earnestly, “and 
we will have satisfaction yet from this proud young 
nobleman, whose excessive insolence and outrage- 
ously imperious ways are more than a little offensive 
to me, as well as to many others. He is no better 
than the rest of us, whose blood is as ancient and 
noble as his own, nor does his ducal coronet entitle 
him to the superiority he arrogates to himself so 
disagreeably. But we won’t talk any more about 
it — we must act now. Words are' feminine, but 
actions are masculine, and offended honour can only 
be appeased with blood, as the old saying has it.” 

Whereupon the marquis called his servant, con- 
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signed the precious packet, with an admonition, to 
his care, and followed by him set off on his mission 
of' defiance. The duke, who had passed a restless, 
wakeful night, and only fallen asleep towards morn- 
ing, was not yet up when the Marquis de Bruy&res, 
upon reaching his house, told the servant , who 
admitted him to announce him immediately to his 
master. The valet was aghast at the enormity of this 
demand, which was expressed in rather a peremptory 
tone. What, disturb the duke ! before he had called 
for him ! it would be as much as his life was worth 
to do it; he would as soon venture unarmed into the 
cage of a furious lion, or the den of a royal tiger. 
The duke was always more or less surly and ill- 
tempered on first waking in the morning, even when 
he had gone to bed in a good humour, as his servants 
knew to their cost. 

“ Your lordship had much better wait a little while, 
or call again later in the day,” said the valet per- 
suasively, in answer to the marquis. “My lord, the 
duke, has not summoned me yet, and I would not 
dare ” 

“Go this instant to your master and announce the 
Marquis de Bruyires,” interrupted that gentleman, 
in loud, angry tones, “or I will force the door and 
admit myself to his presence. I must speak to him, 
and that at once, on important business, in which 
your master’s honour is involved.” 

“Ah ! that makes a difference,” said the servant, 
promptly; “why didn’t your lordship mention it in 
the first place? I will go and tell my lord, the duke, 
forthwith; he went to bed in such a furious, blood- 
thirsty mood last night that I am sure he will be 
enchanted at the prospect of a duel this morning — 
delighted to have a pretext for fighting.” 

And the man went off with a resolute air, after 
respectfully begging the marquis to be good enough 
to wait a few minutes. At the noise he made in 
opening the door of his master’s bedroom, though 
he endeavoured to do it as softly as possible, Val]on> 
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breu$e, who was only dozing, started up in bed, 
broad awake, and looked round fiercely for some- 
thing to throw at his head. 

“What the devil do you mean by this? ” he cried 
savagely. “Haven’t I ordered you never to come in 
here until I called for you? You shall have a 
hundred lashes for this, you scoundrel, I promise 
you; and you needn’t whine and beg for mercy 
either, for you’ll get none from me. I’d like to 
know how I am to go to sleep again now? ” 

“ My lord may have his faithful servant lashed 
to death, if it so please his lordship,” answered 
the valet, with abject respect, “but though I have 
dared to transgress my lord’s orders, it is not with- 
out a good reason. His lordship, the Marquis of 
Bruy^res, is below, asking to speak with my lord, 
the duke, on important business, relating to an affair 
of honour, and I know that my lord never denies him- 
self to any gentleman on such occasions, but always 
receives visits of that sort, at any time of day or 
night.” 

“The Marquis de Bruyferes ! ” said the duke, sur- 
prised, “have I any quarrel with him? I don’t 
recollect a difference between us ever; and besides, 
it’s an age since I’ve seen him. Perhaps he imagines 
that I want to steal his dear Zerbine’s heart away 
from him ; lovers are always fancying that everybody 
else is enamoured of their own particular favourites. 
Here, Picard, give me my dressing-gown, and draw 
those curtains round the bed, so as to hide its dis- 
order; make haste about it, do you hear? we must 
not keep the worthy marquis waiting another 
minute.” 

Picard bustled about, and brought to his master a 
magnificent dressing-gown— made, after the Venetian 
fashion, of rich stuff, with arabesques of black-velvet 
on a gold ground — which he slipped on, and tied 
round the waist with a superb cord and tassels; then, 
seating himself in an easy-chair, told Picard to admit 
his early visitor. 
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tions to his mistress, and angry at an affront offered 
to her. Now Captain Fracasse throws aside his 
mask, and as Baron de Sigognac sends you by me 
his challenge to fight a duel, and demands redress 
in that way for the insult you have offered him.” 

“ But who is to guarantee me that this pretended 
Baron de Sigognac, who actually appears on the 
stage before the public with a company of low 
buffoons as one of themselves, is not a vulgar, 
intriguing rascal, usurping an honourable name, in 
the hope of obtaining the honour of crossing swords 
with the Duke of Vallombreuse? ” 

“Duke,” said the Marquis de Bruy&res, with 
much dignity, and some severity of tone, “2 would 
not serve as second to any man who was not of 
noble birth, and of honourable character. I know 
the Baron de Sigognac well. His chateau is only 
a few leagues from my estate. I will be his 
guarantee. Besides, if you still persist in enter- 
taining any doubts with regard to his real rank, I 
have here with me all the proofs necessary to con- 
vince you of his right to the ancient and distin- 
guished name of Sigognac. Will you permit me 
to call in my servant, who is waiting in the ante- 
chamber? He will give you all those documents, 
for which I am personally responsible.” 

“There is no need,” Vallombreuse replied courte- 
ously; ‘“your word is sufficient. I accept his chal- 
lenge. My friend, the Chevalier de Vidalinc, who 
is my guest at present, will be my second ; will 
you be good enough to consult with him as to the 
necessary arrangements? I will agree to anything 
you may propose — fight him when and where you 
please, and with any weapons he likes best; though 
I will confess that I should like to see whether the 
Baron de Sigognac can defend himself against a 
gentleman’s sword as successfully as Captain Fra- 
casse did against my lackeys’ cudgels. The charm- 
ing Isabelle shall crown the conqueror in this 
tournament, as the fair ladies crowned the victorious 
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knights in the grand old days of chivalry. But 
now allow me to retire and finish my toilet. The 
Chevalier de Vidalinc will be with you directly. I 
kiss your hand, valiant marquis, as our Spanish 
neighbours say." 

With these courteous words the Duke of Vallom- 
breuse bowed with studied deference and politeness 
to his noble guest, and lifting the heavy portiire 
of tapestry that hung over the door opening into his 
dressing-room, passed through it and vanished. 
But a very few moments had elapsed when the 
Chevalier de Vidalinc joined the marquis, and they 
lost no time in coming to an understanding as to 
the conditions of the duel. As a matter of course, 
they selected swords — the gentleman’s natural 
weapon — and the meeting was fixed for the follow- 
ing morning, early ; as de Sigognac, with his 
wonted consideration for his humble comrades, did 
not wish to fight that same day, and run the risk 
of interfering with the programme PIdrode had 
announced for the evening, in case of his being 
killed or wounded. The rendezvous was at a cer- 
tain spot in a field outside the walls of the town, 
which was level, smooth, well sheltered from obser- 
vation, and advantageous in every way — being the 
favourite place of resort for such hostile meetings 
among the duellists of Poitiers. 

The Marquis de Bruyferes returned straightway 
to the Annas de France, and rendered an account 
of the success of his mission to de Sigognac; who 
thanked him warmly for his services, and felt 
greatly relieved, now that he was assured of having 
the opportunity to resent, as a gentleman should 
do, the affront offered to his adored Isabelle. 

The representation was to begin very early that 
evening, and all day the town crier went about 
through the streets, beating his drum lustily, and, 
whenever he had gathered a curious crowd around 
him, stopping and announcing the "great attrac- 
tions offered for that evening by Herode’s celebrated 
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might make a terrible mistake; and, if he failed 
to go, would not the lady of the mask suspect him 
of cowardice, and be justified in so doing? This 
thought was insupportable to the gallant Leander, 
and he decided to venture, though — low be it spoken 
— in fear and trembling. He hastened back to the 
hotel, scarcely touched the substantial supper pro- 
vided for the comedians — his appetite lost in his 
intense excitement — and retiring to his own chamber 
made an elaborate toilet; curling and perfuming his 
hair and moustache, and sparing no pains to make 
himself acceptable to the lovely lady of the mask. 
He armed himself with a dagger and a sword, 
though he did not know how to use either ; but he 
thought that the mere sight of them might inspire 
awe. When he was all ready at last, he drew his 
broad felt hat well down over his eyes, threw the 
corner of his cloak over his shoulder, in Spanish 
fashion, so as to conceal the lower part of his 
face, and crept stealthily out of the hotel — for once 
being lucky enough to escape the observation of 
his wily tormentor, Scapin, who w.as at that moment 
snoring his loudest in his own room at the other 
end of the house. The streets had long been empty 
and deserted, for the good people of the ancient 
and respectable town of Poitiers go early to bed. 
Leander did not meet a living creature, excepting 
a few forlorn, homeless cats, prowling about and 
bewailing themselves in a melancholy way, that fled 
before him, and vanished round dark corners or in 
shadowy doorways. Our gallant reached the open 
square designated by the little page just as the last 
stroke of twelve was vibrating in the still night 
air. It gave him a shudder; a superstitious sensa- 
tion of horror took possession of him, and he felt 
as if he had heard the tolling of his own funeral 
bell. For an instant he was on the point of rush- 
ing back, and seeking quiet, safe repose in his 
comfortable bed at the Amies de France , but was 
arrested by the sight of the carriage standing there 
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waiting- for him, with the tiny page himself in 
attendance, perched on the step and holding the 
door open for him. So he was obliged to go on 
— for few people in this strange world of ours have 
the courage to be cowardly before witnesses — and 
instinctively acting a part, he advanced with a 
deliberate and dignified bearing, that gave no 
evidence of the inward fear and agitation that had 
set his heart beating as if it would burst out of 
his breast, and sent strong shivers over him from 
his head to his feet. Scarcely had he taken his 
seat in the carriage when the coachman touched 
his horses with the whip, and they were off at a 
good round pace; whilst he was in utter darkness, 
and did not even know which way they went, as 
the leathern curtains were carefully drawn down, 
so that nothing could be seen from within, or with- 
out. The small page remained at his post on the 
carriage step, but spoke never a word, and Lcander 
could not with decency question him, much as he 
would have liked to do so. He knew that his sur- 
roundings were luxurious, for his exploring fingers 
told him that the soft, yielding cushions, upon which 
he was resting, were covered with velvet, and his 
feet sank into a thick, rich rug, while the vague, 
delicious perfume, that seemed to surround and 
caress him, soothed his ruffled feelings, and filled 
his mind with rapturous visions of bliss. He tried 
in vain to divine who it could be that had sent to 
fetch him in this delightfully mysterious way, and 
became more curious than ever, and also rather 
uneasy again, when he felt that ‘the carriage had 
quitted the paved streets of the town, and was 
rolling smoothly and rapidly along over a country 
road. At last it stopped, the little page jumped 
down and flung the door wide open, apd Leander, 
alighting, found himself confronted by a high, dark 
wall, which seemed to enclose a park, or garden ; 
but he did not perceive a wooden door close at 
hand, until his small companion, pushing back a 
N 
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rusty bolt, proceeded to open it, with considerable 
difficulty, and admitted him into what was 
apparently a thick wood. 

“Take hold of my hand,” said the page patroniz- 
ingly to Leander, “so that 1 can guide you; it is 
too dark for you to be able to make out the path 
through this labyrinth of trees.” 

Leander obeyed, and both walked cautiously for- 
ward, feeling their way as they wound in and out 
among the trees, and treading the crackling, dry 
leaves, strewn thickly upon the ground, under their 
feet. Emerging from the wood at last, they came 
upon a garden, laid out in the usual style, with rows 
of box bordering the angular flower-beds, and with 
yew trees, cut into pyramids, at regular intervals; 
which, just perceptible in the darkness, looked like 
sentinels posted on their way — a shocking sight for 
the poor timid actor, who trembled in every limb. 
They passed them all, however, unchallenged, and 
ascended some stone steps leading up to a terrace, 
on which stood a small country house — a sort of 
pavilion, with a dome, and little turrets at the 
corners. The place seemed quite deserted, save for 
a subdued glimmer of light from one large window, 
which the thick crimson silk curtains within could 
not entirely conceal. At this reassuring sight 
Leander dismissed all fear from his mind, and gave 
himself up to the most blissful anticipations. He 
was in a seventh heaven of delight; his feet seemed 
to spurn the earth; he would have flown into the 
presence of the waiting angel within if he had but 
known the way. * How he wished, in this moment 
of glory and triumph, that Scapin, his mortal enemy 
and merciless tormentor, could see him. The tiny 
page stepped on before him, and after opening a 
large glass door and showing him into a spacious 
apartment, furnished with great luxury and 
elegance, retired and left him alone, without a word. 
The vaulted ceiling — which was the interior of the 
dome seen from without — was painted to represent 
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a light blue sky, in which small rosy clouds were 
floating, and bewitching little Loves flying about in 
all sorts of graceful attitudes, while the walls were 
hung with beautiful tapestry. The cabinets, inlaid 
with exquisite Florentine mosaics and filled with 
many rare and curious objects of virtu, the round 
table covered with a superb Turkish cloth, the large, 
luxurious easy-chairs, the vases of priceless porce- 
lain filled with fragrant flowers, all testified to the 
wealth and fastidious taste of their owner. The 
richly gilded candelabra, of many branches, hold- 
ing clusters of wax candles, which shed their soft, 
mellow light on all this magnificence, were upheld 
by sculptured arms and hands in black marble, to 
repi'esent a negro’s, issuing from fantastic white 
marble sleeves ; as if the sable attendants were 
standing without the room, and had passed their 
arms through apertures in the wall. 

Leander, dazzled by so much splendour, did not 
at first perceive that there was no one awaiting 
him in this beautiful apartment, but when he had 
recovered from his first feeling of astonishment, 
and realized that he was alone, he proceeded to take 
off his cloak and lay it, with his hat and sword, 
on a chair in one corner, after which he deliberately 
rearranged his luxuriant ringlets in front of a Vene- 
tian mirror, and then, assuming his most graceful 
and telling pose, began pouring forth in dulcet tones 
the following monologue : “ But where, oh ! where, 
is the divinity of this Paradise? Here is the temple 
indeed, but I see not the goddess. When, oh ! 
when, will she deign to emerge from the cloud that 
veils her perfect form, and reveal herself to these 
adoring eyes, that wait so impatiently to behold 
her?” rolling the said organs of vision about in 
the most effective manner by way of illustration. 

Just at that moment, as if in response to this 
eloquent appeal, the crimson silk hanging, which 
fell in front of a door that Leander had not noticed, 
was pushed aside, and the lady he had come to seek 
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stood before him ; with the little black velvet mask 
still over her face, to the great disappointment and 
discomfiture of her expectant suitor. “Can it be 
possible that she is ugly?” he thought to himself; 
“this obstinate clinging to the mask alarms me.” 
But his uncertainty was of short duration, for the 
lady, advancing to the centre of the room, where 
Leander stood respectfully awaiting her pleasure, 
untied the strings of the mask, took it off, and 
threw it down on the table, disclosing a rather 
pretty face, with tolerably regular features, large, 
brilliant, brown eyes, and smiling red lips. Her 
rich masses of dark hair were elaborately dressed, 
with one long curl hanging down upon her neck, 
and enhancing its whiteness by contrast; the un- 
covered shoulders were plump and shapely, and the 
full, snowy bosom rose and fell tumultuously under 
the cloud of beautifully fine lace that veiled, not 
concealed, its voluptuous curves. 

“ Madame la Marquise de Bruyires ! ” cried 
Leander, astonished to the highest degree, and not 
a little agitated, as the remembrance of his last, 
and first, attempt to meet her, and what he had 
found in her place, rushed back upon him ; “ can it 
be possible? am I dreaming? or may I dare to 
believe in such unhoped-for, transcendent " happi- 
ness?” 

“Yes; you are not mistaken, my dear friend,” 
said she, “I am indeed the Marquise de Bruyferes, 
and recognized, I trust, by your heart as well as 
your eyes.” 

“Ah! but too well,” Leander replied, in thrilling 
tones. “Your adored image is .cherished there, 
traced in living lines of light; I have only to look 
into that devoted, faithful heart, to see and worship 
your beauteous form, endowed with every earthly 
grace, and radiant with every heavenly perfection.” 

“I thank you,” said the marquise, “for having 
retained such a kind and tender remembrance of 
me; it proves that yours is a noble, magnanimous 
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soul. You had every reason to think me cruel, 
ungrateful, false — when, alas ! my poor heart in 
reality is but too susceptible, and I was far from 
being insensible to the passionate admiration you 
so gracefully testified for me. Your letter addressed 
to me did not reach my hands, but unfortunately 
fell into those of the marquis — through the heart- 
less treachery of the faithless maid to whom it was 
entrusted — and he sent you the answer which so 
cruelly deceived you, my poor Leander ! Some time 
after he showed me that letter, laughing heartily 
over what he was wicked enough to call a capital 
joke ; that letter, in every line of which the purest, 
most impassioned love shone so brightly, and filled 
my heart with joy, despite his ridicule and coarse 
abuse. It did not produce the effect upon me that 
he expected and. intended ; the sentiment I cherished 
secretly for you was only increased and strength- 
ened by its persuasive eloquence, and I resolved to 
reward you for all that you had suffered for my 
sake. Knowing my husband to be perfectly 
absorbed in his most recent conquest, and so oblivi- 
ous of me that there was no danger of his becoming 
aware of my absence from the Chateau de Bruyeres, 

I have ventured to come to Poitiers ; for I have 
heard you express fictitious love so admirably, that 
I long to know whether you can be as eloquent 
and convincing when you speak for yourself.” 

"Madame la Marquise,” said Leander, in his 
sweetest tones, sinking gracefully on his knees, 
upon a cushion at the feet of the lady, who had let 
herself fall languidly into a low easy-chair, as if 
exhausted by the extreme effort that her confession* 
had been to her modesty — “Madame, or rather 
most lovely queen and deity, what can mere empty 
words, counterfeit passion, imaginary raptures, con- 
ceived and written in cold blood by the poets, and 
make-believe sighs, breathed out at the feet of an 
odious actress, all powdered and painted, whose eyes 
are wandering absently around the theatre — what 
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can these be beside the living- words that gush out 
from the soul, the fire that burns in the veins and 
arteries, the hyperboles of an exalted passion, to 
which the whole universe cannot furnish images 
brilliant and lofty enough to apply to its idol, and 
the aspirations of a wildly loving heart, that would 
fain break forth from the breast that contains it, 
to serve as a footstool for the dear object of its 
adoration? You deign to say, celestial marquise, 
that I express with some feeling the fictitious love 
in the pieces I play. Shall I tell you why it is so? 
Because I never look at, or even think of, the 
actress whom I seem to address — my thoughts soar 
far above and beyond her — and I speak to m3' own 
perfect ideal; to a being, noble, beautiful, spirit-like 
as 3'ourself, Madame la Marquise ! It is 3'ou, in 
fine, you that I see and love under the name of 
Silvie, Doralice, Isabelle, or whatever it may chance 
to be; they are only 3-our phantoms for me.” 

With these words Leander, who was too good 
an actor to neglect the pantomime that should 
accompany such a declaration, bent down over the 
hand that the marquise had allowed him to take, 
and covered it with burning kisses; which delicate 
attention was amiably’ received, and his real love- 
making seemed to be as pleasing to her ladyship 
as even he could have desired. 

The eastern sk3' was all aflame with the radiance 
of the coming sun when Leander, well wrapped in 
his warm cloak, was driven back to Poitiers. As 
he lifted a comer of one of the carefully lowered 
curtains, to see which side of the town they were 
approaching, he caught sight of the Marquis de 
Bruyeres and the Baron de Sigognac, still at some 
distance, who were walking briskly’ along the road 
towards him, on their way to the spot designated 
for the duel. Leander let the curtain drop, so 
as not to be seen by the marquis, who was almost 
grazed by the carriage wheels as they rolled by 
him, and a satisfied smile play’ed round his lips; 
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he was revenged — ihe beating was atoned for 
now. 

The place selected for the hostile meeting be- 
tween the Baron dc Sigognac and the Duke of 
Vallombreuse was sheltered from the cold north 
wind by a high wall, which also screened the com- 
batants from the observation of those passing along 
the road. The ground was firm, well trodden 
down, without stones, tufts of grass, or inequal- 
ities of any kind, which might be in the way of the 
swordsmen, and offered every facility to men of 
honour to murder each other after the most correct 
and approved fashion. The Duke of Vallombreuse 
and the Chevalier de Vidaiinc, followed by a 
surgeon, arrived at the rendezvous only a few 
seconds after the others, and the four gentlemen 
saluted each other with the haughty courtesy and 
frigid politeness becoming to well-bred men meet- 
ing for such a purpose. The duke’s countenance 
was expressive of the most careless indifference, as 
he felt perfect confidence in his own courage and 
skill. The baron was equally cool and collected, 
though it was his first duel, and a little nervous- 
ness or agitation would have been natural and 
excusable. The Marquis de Bruy^res watched him 
with great satisfaction, auguring good things for 
their side from his quiet sang-froid. Vallombreuse 
immediately threw off his cloak and hat, and un- 
fastened his pourpoint, in which he was closely- 
imitated by de Sigognac. The marquis and the 
chevalier measured the swords of the combatants, 
which were found to be of equal length, and then 
each second placed his principal in position, and put 
his sword in his hand. 

“Fall to, gentlemen, and fight like men of spirit, 
as you are,” said the marquis. 

“A needless recommendation that,” chimed in 
the Chevalier de Vidaiinc; “they go at it like lions 
— we shall have a simerb duel.” 

The Duke of Vallombreuse, who, in his inmost 
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heart, could not help despising de Sigognac more 
than a little, and had imagined that he should find 
in him but a weak antagonist, was astonished when 
he discovered the strength of the baron’s sword, 
and could not deny to himself that he wielded a 
firm and supple blade, which baffled his own with 
the greatest ease — that he was, in fine, a “foeman 
worthy of his steel.” He became more careful and 
attentive;, then tried several feints, which were 
instantly detected. At the least opening he left, 
the point of de Sigognac’s sword, rapid as lightning 
in its play, darted in upon him, necessitating the 
exercise of all his boasted skill to parry it. He 
ventured an attack; which was so promptly met, and 
his weapon so cleverly struck aside, that he was left 
exposed to his adversary’s thrust, and but for throw- 
ing himself back out of reach, by a sudden, violent 
movement, he must have received it full in his 
breast. From that instant all was changed for the 
young duke; he had believed that he would be able 
to direct the combat according to his own will and 
pleasure, but, instead of that, he was forced to 
make use of all his skill and address to defend 
himself. He had believed that after a few passes 
he could wound de Sigognac, wherever he chose, 
by a thrust which, up to that time, he had always 
found successful ; but, instead of that, he had hard 
work to avoid being wounded himself. Despite his 
efforts to remain calm and cool, he was rapidly 
growing angry; he felt himself becoming nervous 
and feverish, whilst the baron, perfectly at his ease, 
and unmoved, seemed to take a certain pleasure in 
irritating him by the irreproachable excellence of his 
fence. 

“Shan’t we do something in this way too, while 
our friends are occupied?” said the chevalier to 
the marquis. “ It is very cold this morning. Sup- 
pose we fight a little also, if only to warm ourselves 
up, and set our blood in motion.” ■ - 
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“With ail my heart,” the marquis replied; “we 
could not do better.” 

The chevalier was superior to the Marquis de 
Bruj'&res in the noble art of fencing - , and after a 
few passes had sent the latter’s sword flying out 
of his hand. As no enmity existed between them, 
they stopped there by mutual consent; and turned 
their attention again to de Sigognac and Vallom- 
breuse. The duke, sore pressed by the close play 
of the baron, had fallen back several feet from his 
original position. He was becoming weary, and 
beginning to draw panting breaths. From time to 
time, as their swords clashed violently together, 
bluish sparks flew from them ; but the defence was 
growing perceptibly weaker, and de Sigognac was 
steadily forcing the duke to give way before his 
attack. When he saw the state of affairs, the 
Chevalier de Vidalinc turned very pale, and began 
to feel really anxious for his friend, who was so 
evidently getting the worst of it. 

“Why the devil doesn’t he try that wonderful 
thrust he learned from Girolamo of Naples?” mur- 
mured he. “This confounded Gascon cannot 
possibly know anything about that.” 

As if inspired by the same thought, the young 
duke did, at that very moment, try to put it into 
execution ; but de Sigognac aware of what he was 
preparing to do, not only prevented but anticipated 
him, and touched and wounded his adversary in 
the arm — his sword going clean through it. The 
pain was so intense that the duke’s fingers could 
no longer grasp his sword, and it fell to the ground. 
The baron, with the utmost courtesy, instantly 
desisted, although he was entitled by the rules of 
the code to follow up his blow with another — for 
the duel does not necessarily come to an end with 
the first blood drawn. He turned the point of his 
sword to the ground, put his left hand on his hip. 
and stood silently awaiting his antagonist’s pleasure. 
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But Vallombreuse could not hold the sword which 
his second had picked up and presented to him, 
after a nod of acquiescence from de Sigognac; and 
he turned away to signify that he had had enough. 
Whereupon, the marquis and the baron, after bow- 
ing politely to the others, set forth quietly to walk 
back to the town. 



CHAPTER IX 


A MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE 

After the surgeon had bandaged his injured arm, 
and arranged a sling for it, the Duke of Vallom- 
breuse was put carefully into a chair, which had 
been sent for in all haste, to be taken home. His 
wound was not in the least a dangerous one, though 
it would deprive him of the use of his right hand for 
some time to come, for the blade had gone quite 
through the forearm ; but, most fortunately, without 
severing any important tendons or arteries. He 
suffered a great deal of pain from it, of course, but 
still more from his wounded pride; and he felt 
furiously and unreasonably angry with everything 
and everybody about him. It seemed to be some- 
what of a relief to him to swear savagely at his 
bearers, and call them all the hardest names he could 
think of, whenever he felt the slightest jar, as they 
carried him slowly toward home, though they were 
walking as steadily as men could do, and carefully 
avoiding every inequality in the road. When at last 
he reached his own house, he was not willing to be 
put to bed, as the surgeon advised, but lay down 
upon a lounge instead, where he was made as com- 
fortable as was possible by his faithful Picard, who 
was in despair at seeing the young duke in such a 
condition ; astonished as well, for nothing of tire kind 
had ever happened before, in all the many duels he 
had fought; and the admiring valet had shared his 
master’s belief that he was invincible. The Chevalier 
de Vidalinc sat in a low chair beside his friend, and 
gave him from time to time a spoonful of the tonic 

tS- 
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prescribed by the surgeon, but refrained from break- 
ing the silence into which he had fallen. Vallom- 
breuse lay perfectly still for a while; but it was easy 
to see, in spite of his affected calmness, that his 
blood was boiling with suppressed rage. At last he 
could restrain himself no longer, and burst out 
violently : “ Oh ! Vidalinc, this is too outrageously 
aggravating ! to think that that contemptible, lean 
stork, who has flown forth from his ruined chateau 
so as not to die of starvation in it, should have dared 
to stick his long bill into me 1 I have encountered, 
and conquered, the best swordsmen in France, and 
never returned from the field before with so much as 
a scratch, or without leaving my adversary stretched 
lifeless on the ground, or wounded and bleeding in 
the arms of his friends.” 

“ But you must remember that the most favoured 
and the bravest of mortals have their unlucky days, 
Vallombreuse,” answered the chevalier, sententi- 
ously, “and Dame Fortune does not always smile,' 
even upon her prime favourites. Until now you have 
never had to complain of her frowns, for you have 
been her pampered darling all your life long.” 

“ Isn’t it too disgraceful,” continued Vallombreuse, 
growing more and more heated, "that this ridiculous 
buffoon — this grotesque country clown — who takes 
such abominable drubbings on the stage, and has 
never in his life known what it was to associate with 
gentlemen, should have managed to get the best of 
the Duke of Vallombreuse, hitherto by common 
accord pronounced invincible? He must be a pro- 
fessional prize-fighter, disguised as a strolling 
mountebank.” 

“There can be no doubt about his real rank,” said 
Vidalinc, “ for the Marquis de Bruyferes guarantees 
it; but I must confess that his unequalled perform- 
ance to-day filled me with astonishment ; it wms 
simply marvellous. Neither Girolamo nor Para- 
guante, those two world-renowned swordsmen, could 
have surpassed it. I watched him closely, and I tell 
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you that even they could not have withstood him. 
U took all your remarkable skill — which has been 
so greatly enhanced by the Neapolitan’s instructions 
to avoid being mortally wounded ; why, your defeat 
was a victory in my eyes, in that it was not a more 
overwhelming one.” 

I don’t know how I am to wait for this wound 
to heal,” the duke said, after a short pause, “I am 
so impatient to provoke him again, and have the 
opportunity to revenge myself.” 

' That would be a very hazardous proceeding, and 
(,ne that I should strongly advise you not to 
attempt,” Yidalinc replied in an earnest tone. 

rour sword-arm will scarcely be as strong as 
before for a long time, I fear, and that would 
seriously diminish your chances of success. This 
Baron de Sigognac is a very formidable antagonist, 
and will be still more so, for you, now that he knows 
your tactics; and besides, the confidence in himself 
which his first victory naturally gives him would be 
another thing in his favour. Honour is satisfied, and 
the encounter was a serious one for you. Let the 
matter rest here, I beseech you ! ” 

, Vallombreuse could not help being secretly con- 
vinced of the justice of these remarks, but was not 
willing to avow it openly, even to his most intimate 
triend.. He was a sufficiently accomplished swords- 
man himself to appreciate de Sigognac’s wonderful 
prowess, and he knew that it far surpassed his own 
much-vaunted skill, though it enraged him to have 
to recognize this humiliating fact. He was even 
obliged to acknowledge, in his inmost heart, that he 
owed his life to the generous forbearance of his 
hated enemy ; who might have taken it just as well 
pot, but had spared him, and been content with 
giving him only a flesh wound, just severe enough 
to put him hors-de-combat, without doing him any 
serious injury. This magnanimous conduct, by 
which a less haughty nature would have been deeply 
touched, only served to irritate the young duke’s 



190 Captain Fracasse 

pride, and increase his icsentmcnt. To think that 
lie, the valiant ami puissant Duke of Vnllombrcusc, 
had been conquered, humiliated, wounded ! the bare 
idea made him frantic. Although he said nothing 
further to his companion about hk revenge, his mind 
was tilled with tierce projects whereby to obtain it, 
and he swore to himself to be even yet with the 
author of his present mortification — if not in one 
way, then in another; for injuries there be that are 
far worse than mere physical wounds nnd hurts. 

"1 shall cut a sorry figure enough now in the eyes 
of the fair Isabelle," said lie at last, with a forced 
laugh, "with my arm here run through and rendered 
useless by the sword of her devoted gallant. Cupid, 
weak and disabled, never did find much favour with 
the Graces, you know. But oh ! how charming and 
adorable she seems to me, this sweet, disdainful 
Isabelle! 1 am actually almost grateful to her for 
resisting me so; for, if she had yielded, I should 
have been tired of her by this time, I fancy. Her 
nature certainly cannot be a base, ordinary one, or 
she would never have refused thus the advances of a 
wealthy and powerful nobleman, who is ready to 
lavish upon her everything that heart could desire, 
and whose own personal attractions are not to be 
despised; if the universal verdict of the fair sex of 
all ranks can be relied upon. There is a certain 
respect and esteem mingled with my passionate 
admiration for her, that 1 have never felt before for 
any woman, and it is very sweet to me. But how 
in the world arc we to get rid of this confounded 
young sprig of nobility, her self-constituted cham- 
pion? May the devil fly away with him ! ” 

“It will not be an easy matter," the chevalier 
replied, “and especially now that he is upon his 
guard. But even if you did succeed in getting rid 
of him, Isabelle’s love for him would still be in your 
way, and you ought to know, better than most men, 
how obstinate a woman can be in her devoted attach- 
ment to a man.” 
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“Oh! if } could only kill this miserable bn ron," 
continued VnHombreu.se, not at all impressed by the 
chevalier's last remark, " 1 could soon win the favour 
of this virtuous young person, in spite of ail her little 
prudish airs and graces. Nothing is so cjuiclcly 
forgotten as a defunct suitor.” 

These were by no means the chevalier’s senti- 
ments, hiit he refrained from pursuing’ the subject 
then, wishing to soothe, rather than irritate, his 
suffering friend. 

“Von must first get well, as fast ns you can,” he 
said, “and it will be time enough then for us to dis- 
cuss the matter. AH this talking wearies you, and 
does you no good. Try to get a little nap now, and 
not excite yourself so. The surgeon will tax me 
with imprudence, and call me a bad nurse, I’m 
afraid, if I don't manage to keep you more quiet — 
mentally as well as physically." 

His patient, yielding with rather an ill grace to 
this sensible advice, sank back wearily upon his 
pillows, closed his eyes, and soon fell asleep — where 
we will leave him, enjoying his nutch-needcd repose. 

Meantime the Marquis dc Bruyercs and de Sigog- 
nac had quietly returned to their hotel, where, like 
well-bred gentlemen, they did not breathe even a 
hint of what had taken place. But walls have ears, 
they say, and eyes as well, it would appear, for they 
certainly see as much as they ever hear. In the 
neighbourhood of the apparentlj 1 - solitary, deserted 
spot where the duel had taken place, more than one 
inquisitive, hidden observer had closely watched the 
progress of the combat, and had not lost a moment 
after it was over in spreading the news of it; so that 
by breakfast-time all Poitiers was in a flutter of 
excitement over the intelligence that the Duke of 
Vallombreuse had been wounded in a duel with an 
unknown adversary, and was exhausting itself in 
vain conjectures as to who the valiant stranger could 
possibly be. No one thought of de Sigognac, who 
had led the most retired life imaginable ever since 
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replied, “and especially now that he is upon his 
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“Oh! if 1 could only kill this miserable baron,” 
continued Vallombreuse, not at all impressed by the 
chevalier’s last remark, “ I could soon win the favour 
of this virtuous young person, in spite of all her little 
prudish airs and graces. Nothing is so quickly 
forgotten as a defunct suitor.” 

These were by no means the chevalier’s senti- 
ments, but he refrained from pursuing the subject 
then, wishing to soothe, rather than irritate, his 
suffering friend. 

“You must first get well, as fast as you can,” he 
said, “and it will be time enough then for us to dis- 
cuss the matter. All this talking wearies you, and 
does you no good. Try to get a little nap now, and 
not excite yourself so. The surgeon will tax me 
with imprudence, and call me a bad nurse, I’m 
afraid, if I don’t manage to keep you more quiet — 
mentally as well as physically.” 

His patient, yielding with rather an ill grace to 
this sensible advice, sank back wearily upon his 
pillows, closed his eyes, and soon fell asleep — where 
we will leave him, enjoying his much-needed repose. 

Meantime the Marquis de Bruy&res and de Sigog- 
nac had quietly returned to their hotel, where, like 
well-bred gentlemen, they did not breathe even a 
hint of what had taken place. But walls have ears, 
they say, and eyes as well, it would appear, for they 
certainly see as much as they ever hear. In the 
neighbourhood of the apparently solitary, deserted 
spot where the duel had taken place, more than one 
inquisitive, hidden observer had closely watched the 
progress of the combat, and had not lost a moment 
after it was over in spreading the news of it; so that 
by breakfast-time all Poitiers was in a flutter of 
excitement over the intelligence that the Duke of 
Vallombreuse had been wounded in a duel with an 
unknown adversary, and was exhausting itself in 
vain conjectures as to who the valiant stranger could 
possibly be. No one thought of de Sigognac, who 
had led the most retired life imaginable ever since 
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his arrival; remaining- quietly at the hotel all day, 
and showing only his stage mask, not his own face, 
at the theatre in the evening. 

Several gentlemen of his acquaintance sent to 
inquire ceremoniously after the Duke of Vallom- 
breuse, giving their messengers instructions to en- 
.deavour to get some information from his servants 
about the mysterious duel, but they were as taciturn 
as the mutes of a seraglio, for the very excellent and 
sufficient reason that they knew nothing whatever 
about it. The young duke, by his great wealth, his 
overweening pride, his uncommon good looks, and 
his triumphant success among fair ladies every- 
where, habitually excited much secret jealousy and 
hatred among his associates, which not one of them 
dared to manifest openly — but they were mightily 
pleased by his present discomfiture. It was the first 
check he had ever experienced, and all those who 
had been hurt or offended by his arrogance — and 
they were legion — now rejoiced in his mortification. 
They could not say enough in praise of his success- 
ful antagonist, though they had never seen him, nor 
had any idea as to what manner of man he might 
be. The ladies, who nearly all had some cause of 
complaint against the haughty young nobleman, as 
he was wont to boast loudly of his triumphs, and 
basely betray the favours that had been accorded to 
him in secret, were full of enthusiastic and tender 
admiration for this victorious champion of a 
woman's virtue, who, they felt, had unconsciously 
avenged for them many scornful slights, and they 
would have gladly crowned him with laurel and 
myrtle, and rewarded him with their sweetest smiles 
and most distinguished favour. 

However, as nothing on this terraqueous and 
sublunary globe can long remain a secret, it soon 
transpired through Matt re Bilot, who had it direct 
from Jacques, the valet of the Marquis de Bruy feres, 
who had been present during the momentous inter- 
view between his master and the Baron de Sigognac, 
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that the duke's brave antagonist was no other than 
the redoubtable Captain Fracasse ; or rather, a young 
nobleman in disguise, who for the sake of a love 
affair, had become a member of Herode’s troupe of 
travelling comedians. As to his real name, Jacques 
had unfortunately forgotten it, further than that it 
ended it “ gnac," as is not uncommon in Gascony, 
but on the point of his rank he was positive. This 
delightfully romantic and “ ower-true tale ” was re- 
ceived with acclamations by the good folk of Poitiers. 
They were fairly overflowing with admiration for 
and interest in the valiant gentleman who wielded 
such a powerful blade, and the devoted lover who 
had left everything to follow his mistress, and when 
Captain Fracasse appeared upon the stage that even- 
ing, the prolonged and enthusiastic applause that 
greeted him, and was renewed over and over again 
before he was allowed to speak a single word, bore 
witness unmistakably to the favour with which he 
was regarded ; while the ladies rose in their boxes 
and waved their handkerchiefs, even the grandest 
and most dignified among them, and brought the 
palms of their gloved hands daintily together in his 
honour. It was a real ovation, and best of all a 
spontaneous one. Isabelle also received a perfect 
storm of applause, which alarmed and had nearly 
overcome the retiring young actress, who blushed 
crimson in her embarrassment, as she made a 
modest curtsey in acknowledgment of the compli- 
ment. 

Hdrode was overjoyed, and his face shone like the 
full moon as he rubbed his hands together and 
grinned broadly in his exuberant delight; for the 
receipts were immense, and the cash-box was full to 
bursting. Everybody had rushed to the theatre to 
see and applaud the now famous Captain Fracasse — 
the capital actor and high-spirited gentleman — who 
feared neither cudgels nor swords; and had not 
shrunk from encountering the dreaded Duke of 
Vallombreuse, the terror of all the country round, 


o 



194 Captain Fracasse 

in mortal combat, as the champion of offended 
beauty. Blazius, however, did not share the tyrant’s 
raptures, but on the contrary foreboded no good 
from all this, for he feared, and not without reason, 
the vindictive character of the Duke of Vallom- 
breusc, and was apprehensive that he would find 
some means of revenging himself for his defeat at 
dc Sigognac’s hands that would be detrimental to 
the troupe. “ Earthen vessels,” said he, “should be 
very careful how they get in the way of metal ones, 
lest, if they rashly encounter them, they be ignomini- 
ously smashed in the shock.” But Herode, relying 
upon the support and countenance of the Baron do 
Sigognac and the Marquis de Bruy&res, laughed at 
his fears, and called him faint-heart, a coward, and 
a croaker. 

When the comedians returned to their hotel, after 
the play was over, dc Sigognac accompanied Isabelle 
to the door of her room, and, contrary to her usual 
custom , the young actress invited him to enter it 
with her. When they found themselves quite alone, 
and safe from all curious eyes, Isabelle turned to 
de Sigognac, took his hand in both of hers, and 
pressing it warmly said to him in a voice trembling 
with emotion, 

“ Promise me never to run such a fearful risk for 
my sake again, de Sigognac; promise me! Swear 
it, if you really do love me as you say.” 

“That is a thing I cannot do,” the baron replied, 
“even to please you, sweet Isabelle! If ever any 
insolent fellow dares to show a want of proper 
respect for you, I shall surely chastise him for it, 
as I ought, be he what he may — duke, or even 
prince.” 

“ But remember, de Sigognac, that I am nothing 
but an actress, inevitably exposed to affronts from 
the men that haunt the coulisses. It is the generally 
received opinion, which alas ! is but too well justified 
by the usual ways of the members of my profession, 
that an actress is no better than she should be; in 
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fine, not a proper character nor worthy of respect. 
From the moment that a woman steps upon the 
stage she becomes public property, an'd even if she be 
really pure and virtuous it is universally believed 
that she only affects it for a purpose. These things 
are hard and bitter, but they must be borne, since 
it is impossible to change them. In future trust to 
me, I pray you, to repulse those who would force 
their unwelcome attentions upon me in the green- 
room, or endeavour to make their way into my 
dressing-room. A sharp rap over the knuckles with 
a corset-board from me will be quite as efficacious 
as for you to draw your sword in my behalf.” 

“ But I am not convinced,”- said de Sigognac, with 
a smile; “I must still believe, sweet Isaljelle, that 
the sword of a chivalrous ally would be your best 
weapon of defence, and I beg you not to deprive me 
of the precious privilege of being your devoted 
knight and champion.” 

Isabelle was still holding de Sigognac’s hand, and 
she now raised her lovely eyes, full of mute supplica- 
tion, to meet his adoring gaze, hoping yet to draw 
from him the much-desired promise. But the baron 
was incorrigible; where honour was concerned he 
was as firm and unyielding as a Spanish hidalgo, 
and he would have braved a thousand deaths rather 
than have allowed an affront to the lady of his love 
to pass unpunished ; he wished that the same defer- 
ence and respect should be accorded to Isabelle upon 
the stage, as to a duchess in her drawing-room. 

“Come, de Sigognac, be reasonable,” pleaded the 
young actress, “and promise me not to expose your- 
self to such danger again for so frivolous a cause. 
Oh ! what anxiety and anguish I endured as I 
awaited your return this morning. I knew that you 
had gone out to fight with that dreadful duke, who 
is held in such universal terror here; Zerbine told 
me all about it. Cruel that you are to torture my 
poor heart so 1 That is always the way with men ; 
they never stop to think of what we poor, loving 
o 2 
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women must sutler when their pride is once aroused; 
off they go, as fierce as lions, deaf to our sobs and 
blind to our tears. Do you know, that if you had 
been killed I should have died too? ” 

The tears that filled Isabelle’s eyes, and the ex- 
cessive trembling of her voice, showed that she was 
in earnest, and that she had not even yet recovered 
her usual calmness and composure. More deeply 
touched than words can express by her emotion, and 
the love for himself it bore witness to, de Sigognac, 
encircling her slender form with the arm that was 
free, drew her gently to him, and softly kissed her 
fair forehead, whilst he could feel, as he pressed her 
to his breast, how she„was panting and trembling. 
He held her thus tenderly embraced for a blissful few 
seconds of silent ecstasy, which a less respectful 
lover would doubtless have presumed upon ; but he 
would have scorned to take advantage of the un- 
reserved confidence bestowed upon him in a moment 
of such agitation and sorrowful excitement. 

“ Be comforted, dear Isabelle,” said he at last, 
tenderly. “ I was not killed, you see, nor even hurt; 
and I actually wounded my adversary, though he 
does pass for a tolerably good swordsman here- 
abouts, I believe.” 

“Yes, I well know what a strong hand is yours, 
and what a brave, noble heart,” Isabelle replied; 
“and I do not scruple to acknowledge that I love 
you for it with all my heart; feeling sure that you 
will respect my frank avowal, and not endeavour to 
take advantage of it. When I first saw you, de 
Sigognac, dispirited and desolate, in that dreary, 
half-ruined chateau, where your youth was passing 
in sadness and solitude, I felt a tender interest in 
you suddenly spring into being in my heart; had you 
been happy and prosperous I should have been afraid 
of you, and have shrunk timidly from your notice. 
When we walked together in that neglected garden, 
where you held aside the brambles so carefully for 
me to pass unscathed, you gathered and presented 
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to me a little wild rose — the only thing you had to 
give me. As I raised it to my lips, before putting 
it in my bosom, and kissed it furtively under pre- 
tence of inhaling its fragrance, I could not keep 
back a tear that dropped upon it, and secretly and in 
silence I gave you my heart in exchange for it.” 

As these entrancing words fell upon his ear, de 
Sigognac impulsively tried to kiss the sweet lips 
so temptingly near his own, but Isabelle withdrew 
herself gently from his embrace; not with any show 
of excessive prudery, but with a modest timidity 
that no really gallant lover would endeavour to 
overcome by force. 

“Yes, I love you, de Sigognac,” she continued, in 
a voice that was heavenly sweet, “and with all my 
heart, but not as other women love; your glory is 
my aim, not my own pleasure. I am perfectly will- 
ing to be looked upon as your mistress; it is the 
only thing that would account satisfactorily to the 
world at large for your presence in this troupe of 
strolling players. And why should I care for slan- 
derous reports, so long as I keep my own self- 
esteem, and know myself to be virtuous and true? 
If there were really a stain upon my purity it would 
kill me; I could not survive it. It is tire princely 
blood in my veins doubtless that gives rise to such 
pride in me; very ridiculous, perhaps, in an actress, 
but such is my nature.” 

This enchanting avowal, which would not have 
taught anything new to a more conceited or bolder 
suitor, but was a wonderful revelation to de Sigog- 
nac, who had scarcely dared to hope that his pas- 
sionate, devoted love might some day be returned, 
filled him with such rapturous, overwhelming de- 
light, that he was almost beside himself. A burning 
flush overspread his usually pale face; he seemed to 
see flames before his eyes ; there was a strange 
ringing in his ears, and his heart throbbed so 
violently that he felt half suffocated. Losing control 
of himself in this moment of ecstasy, so intense that 
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it was not unmixcd with pain, he suddenly seized 
Isabelle passionately in his arms, strained her trem- 
bling form convulsively to his heaving breast, and 
covered her face and neck with burning kisses. She 
did not even try to struggle against this fierce 
embrace, but, throwing her head back, looked fixedly 
at him, with eyes full of sorrow and reproach. 
From those lovely eyes, clear and pure as an angel’s, 
great tears welled forth and rolled down over her 
blanched cheeks, and a suppressed sob shook her 
quivering frame as a sudden faintness seemed to 
come over her. The young baron, distracted at the 
sight of her grief, and full of keen self-reproach, 
put her gently down into a low, easy-chair standing 
near, and kneeling before her, took in both his own 
the hands that she abandoned to him, and passion- 
ately implored her pardon ; pleading that a momen- 
tary madness had taken possession of him, that he 
repented of it bitterly, and was ready to atone for 
his offence by the most perfect submission to her 
wishes. 

“You have hurt me sadly, my friend!” said 
Isabelle at last, with a deep-drawn sigh. “I had 
such perfect confidence in your delicacy and respect. 
The frank, unreserved avowal of my love for you 
ought to have been enough, and have shown you 
clearly, by its very openness, that 1 trusted you 
entirely. I believed that you would understand me 
and let me love you in my own way, without troub- 
ling my tenderness for you by vulgar transports. 
Now, you have robbed me of my feeling of security. 
I do not doubt your words, but I shall no longer 
dare to yield to the impulses of my own heart. And 
yet it was so sweet to me to be with you, to watch 
you, to listen to your dear voice, and to follow the 
course of your thoughts as I saw them written in 
your eyes. I wished to share your troubles and 
anxieties, de Sigognac, leaving your pleasures to 
others. I said to' myself, among all these coarse, 
dissolute, presuming men that hover about us, there 
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is one who is different — one who believes in purity, 
and knows how to respect it in the woman he 
honours with his love. I dared to indulge in a sweet 
dream — even I, Isabelle the actress, pursued as I 
am constantly by a gallantry that is odious to me — 
I dared to indulge in the too sweet dream of enjoy- 
ing with you a pure, mutual love. I only asked to 
be your faithful companion, to cheer and comfort 
you in your struggles with an adverse fate until you 
had reached the beginning of happiness and pros- 
perity, and then to retire into obscurity again, when 
3'ou had plenty of new friends and followers, and no 
longer needed me. You see that I was not very 
exacting.” 

“Isabelle, my adored Isabelle,” cried de Sigognac, 
“every word that you speak makes me reproach 
myself more and more keenly for my fault, and the 
pain I have given you. Rest assured, my own darl- 
ing, that you have nothing further to fear from me. 

I am not worthy to kiss the traces of your footprints 
in the dust; but yet, I pray you, listen to me! 
iPerhaps you do not fully understand all my thoughts 
and intentions, and will forgive me when you do. 

I have nothing but my name, which is as pure and 
spotless as your sweet self, and I offer it to you, 
my own beloved Isabelle, if you will deign to accept 
it.” 

He was still kneeling at her feet, and at these 
ardently-spoken words she leaned towards him, took 
his upraised face between her hands with a quick, 
passionate movement, and kissed him fervently on 
the lips; then she sprang to her feet and began, 
hurriedly and excitedly, pacing back and forth in the 
chamber. 

“You will be my wife, Isabelle? ” cried de Sigog- 
nac in agitated tones, thrilling in every nerve from 
the sweet contact of her pure, lovely mouth — fresh 
as a flower, ardent as a flame. 

“Never, never,” answered Isabelle, with a clear 
ring of rapture in her voice. “ I will show nwself 
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worthy of such an honour by refusing it. I did mis- 
take you for a moment, my dearest friend ; I did 
mistake you ; forgive me. Oh ! how happy you have 
made me; what celestial joy fills my soul! You do 
respect and esteem me, then, to the utmost? Ah! 
de Sigognac, you would really lead me, as your wife, 
into the hall where all the portraits of your honoured 
ancestors would look down upon us? and into the 
chapel, where your dead mother lies at rest? I could 
meet fearlessly, my beloved, the searching gaze of 
the dead, from whom nothing is hidden ; the crown 
of purity would not be wanting on my brow.” 

“But what!” exclaimed the young baron, "you 
say that you love me, Isabelle, with all that true, 
faithful heart of yours, yet you will not accept me ! 
either as lover or husband 1 ” 

“You have offered me your name, dc Sigognac, 
your noble, honoured name, and that is enough for 
me. I give it back to you now, after having 
cherished it for one moment in my inmost heart. 
For one instant I was your wife, and I will never., 
never be another’s. While my lips were on yours I 
was saying yes to myself, and oh ! I did not deserve 
such happiness. For you, my beloved, it would be 
a sad mistake to burden yourself with a poor little 
actress like me, who would always be taunted with 
her theatrical career, however pure and honourable 
it may have been. The cold, disdainful mien with 
which great ladies would be sure to regard me would 
cause you keen suffering, and you could not chal- 
lenge them, you know, my own brave champion ! 
You are the last of a noble race,- de Sigognac, and 
it is your duty to build up your fallen house. When, 
by a tender glance, I induced you to quit your 
desolate home and follow me, you doubtless dreamed 
of a love affair of the usual sort, which was but 
natural; but I, looking into the future, thought of 
far other things. I saw you returning, in rich attire, 
from the court of your gracious sovereign, who had 
reinstated you in your rights, and given you an 
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honourable office, suitable to your exalted rank. The 
chfitcau had resumed its ancient splendour. In fancy 
I tore the clinging ivy from its crumbling- walls, 
put the fallen stones back in their places, restored 
the dilapidated roof and shattered window-panes, 
rcg-ildcd the three storks on your escutcheon over the 
groat entrance door, and in the grand old portico ; 
then, having installed you in the renovated home of 
your honoured ancestors, I retired into obscurity, 
stifling a sigh as I bade you adieu, though sincerely 
rejoicing in your well-merited good fortune.” 

“And your dream shall be accomplished, my noble 
Isabelle; I feel sure of it — but not altogether as you 
relate it to me; such an ending would be too sad 
and grievous. You shall be the first, you, my own 
darling, with this dear hand clasped in mine, as now, 
to cross the threshold of that blessed abode, whence 
ruin and desolation shall have disappeared, and have 
been replaced by prosperity and happiness.” 

“No, no, de Sigognac, it will be some great, and 
noble and beautiful heiress, worthy of you in every 
way, who will accompany you then ; one that you 
can present with just pride to all your friends, and 
of whom none can say, with a malicious smile, I 
hissed or applauded her at such a time and place.” 

"It is downright cruelty on your part to show 
yourself so adorable, so worthy of all love and 
admiration, my sweet Isabelle, and at the same time 
to deprive me of every hope,” said de Sigognac, rue- 
fully ; “ to give one glimpse of heaven and then shut 
me out again ; nothing could be more cruel. But I 
will not despair; I shall make you yield to me yet.” 

“Do not try, I beseech you,” continued Isabelle, 
with gentle firmness, “for I never shall; I should 
despise myself if I did. Strive to be content, de 
Sigognac, with the purest, truest, most devoted love 
that ever filled a woman’s heart, and do not ask for 
more. Is it such an unsatisfactory thing to you,” 
she added, with a bright smile, “to be adored by a 
girl that several men have had the bad taste to 
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declare charming’? Why, even the Duke of Vnllom- 
brcusc himself professes that he would he proud 
of it." 

“ Hut to give yourself to me so absolutely, and to 
refuse yourself to me as absolutely ! to mingle such 
sweet and bitter drops in the same cup — honey and 
wormwood — and present it to my lips ! only you, 
Isabelle, could be capable of such strange contradic- 
tions.” 

“Yes, 1 am an odd girl,” she replied, "and therein 
1 resemble my poor mother; but such as I am you 
must put up with me. If you should persist in per- 
secuting me, I know well bow I could elude and 
escape you, and where I could hide myself from you 
so tiiat you would never be able to find me. But 
there will be no need of that, we will not talk of it ; 
our compact is made. Let it be as 1 say, dc 
Sigognac, and let us be happy together while we 
may. It grows late now, and you must go to your 
own room ; will you take with you these verses, of a 
part that does not suit me at all, and remodel them 
for me? they belong to a piece that we are to play 
very soon. Let me be your faithful little friend, 
dc Sigognac, and you shall be my great, and well- 
beloved poet.” 

Isabelle, as she spoke, drew forth from a bureau a 
roll of manuscript, tied with a rose-coloured ribbon, 
which she gave to the baron with a radiant smile. ' 

“Now kiss me, and go; ” she said, bolding up her 
cheek for bis caress. “You arc going to work for 
me, and this is your reward. Good-night, my 
beloved, good-night.” 

It was long after he bad regained the quiet of his 
own room ere de Sigognac could compose .himself 
sufficiently to set about the light task imposed upon 
him by Isabelle. He was at once enchanted, and 
cast down; radiant with joy, and filled with sorrow; 
in a seventh heaven of ecstasy, and in the depths of 
despair. He laughed and he wept alternately, 
swayed by the most tumultuous and contradictory 
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emotions. The intense happiness of at last knowing 
himself beloved by his adored Isabelle made him 
exultant and joyful, whilst the terrible thought that 
she never would be his made his heart sink within 
him. Little by little, however, he grew calmer, as 
his mind dwelt lovingly upon the picture Isabelle had 
drawn of the Ch&teau de Sigognac restored to its 
ancient splendour, and as he sat musing he had a 
wonderful vision of it — so glowing and vivid that it 
was like reality. He saw before him the facade of 
the chateau, with its large windows shining in the 
sunlight, and its many weathercocks, all freshly 
gilded, glistening against the bright blue sky, whilst 
the columns of smoke rising from every chimney, so 
long cold and unused, told of plenty and prosperity 
within, and his good faithful Pierre, in a rich new 
suit of livery, stood between Miraut and Beelzebub 
at the great entrance door awaiting him. He saw 
himself, in sumptuous attire, proudly leading his fair 
Isabelle by the hand towards the grand old home of 
his forefathers ; his beautiful Isabelle, dressed like a 
princess, wearing ornaments bearing a device which 
seemed to be that of one of the greatest, most 
illustrious families of France, and with a ducal 
coronet upon her shapely head. But with it all she 
did not appear to be proud or haughty, — she was 
just her own sweet, modest self — and in the hand 
that was free she carried the little wild rose, fresh 
as when it was first plucked, that he had given her, 
and from time to time raised and pressed it tenderly 
to her lips as she inhaled its fragrance; it seemed 
more precious to her than all the superb jewels that 
she wore. As they approached the chateau a most 
stately and majestic old man, whose breast was 
covered with orders, and whose face seemed not 
entirely unfamiliar to de Sigognac, stepped forth 
from the portico to meet and welcome them. But 
what greatly surprised him was that a remarkably 
handsome young man, of most proud and lofty bear- 
ing, accompanied the old prince, who closely re- 
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at the great entrance door awaiting him. He saw 
himself, in sumptuous attire, proudly leading his fair 
Isabelle by the hand towards the grand old home of 
his forefathers; his beautiful Isabelle, dressed like a 
princess, wearing ornaments bearing a device which 
seemed to be that of one of the greatest, most 
illustrious families of France, and with a ducal 
coronet upon her shapely head. But with it all she 
did not appear to be proud or haughty, — she was 
just her own sweet, modest self — and in the hand 
that was free she carried the little wild rose, fresh 
as when it was first plucked, that he had given her, 
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semblcd the Duke of VaSlombrcuse, who smilinglv 
advanced and offered a cordial salutation and wel- 
come to Isabelle and himself. A great crowd of 
tenantry stationed near at hand hailed them with 
lusty cheers, making many demonstrations of hearty 
joy and delight, and his own happiness seemed to be 
complete. Suddenly the sound of a horn was heard, 
and at a little distance he saw the beautiful Yolande 
de Foix, radiant and charming as ever, riding 
slowly by — apparently returning from the chase. 
He followed her with his eyes admiringly, but felt 
no regret as her figure was lost to view amid the 
thick gorse bushes bordering the road down which 
she was going, and turned with ever-increasing love 
and adoration to the sweet being at his side. The 
memory of the fair Yolande, whom he had once 
worshipped in a vague, boyish way, faded before the 
delicious reality of his passionate love for Isabefle; 
who satisfied so fully every requirement of his 
nature, and had so thoroughly healed the wound 
made by the scorn and ridicule of the other, that it 
seemed to be entirely forgotten then. 

It was not easy for dc Sigognac to rouse himself 
after this entrancing vision, which had been so 
startlingly real, and fix his attention upon the verses 
he had promised to revise and alter for Isabelle, but 
when at last he had succeeded, he threw himself 
into his task with enthusiasm, and wrote far into the 
night — inspired by the thought of the sweet lips 
that had called him her poet, and that were to pro- 
nounce the words he penned; and he was rewarded 
for his exertions by Isabelle’s sweetest, smile, and 
warmest praise and gratitude. 

At the theatre the next evening : the ' crowd was 
even greater than before, and the crush' unpre- 
cedented. The reputation of Captain Fracasse, the 
valiant conqueror of the Duke of Vallombreuse, 
increased hourly, and began to assume a chimerical 
and fabulous character. If the labours of Hercules 
had been ascribed to him, there would have been 
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some credulous ones to believe the tale, and he was 
endowed by his admirers with the prowess of a dozen 
good knights and brave, of the ancient times of 
chivalrous deeds. Some of the young noblemen of 
the place talked of seeking his acquaintance, and 
giving a grand banquet in his honour; more than 
one fair lady was desperately in love with him, and 
had serious thoughts of writing a billet-doux to tell 
him so. In short, he was the fashion, and everybody 
swore by him. As for the hero of all this commo- 
tion, he was greatly annoyed at being thus forcibly 
dragged forth from the obscurity in which he had 
desired to remain, but it was not possible to avoid 
it, and he could only submit. For a few moments he 
did think of bolting, and not making his appearance 
again upon the stage in Poitiers ; but the remem- 
brance of the disappointment it would be to the 
worthy tj'rant, who was in an ecstasy of delight over 
the riches pouring into the treasury, prevented his 
carrying out this design. And, indeed, as he re- 
minded himself, were not these honest comedians, 
who had rescued him from his misery and despair, 
entitled in all fairness to profit, so far as they could, 
by this unexpected and overwhelming favour which 
he had all unwittingly gained? So, resigning him- 
self as philosophically as he could to his fate, he 
buckled his sword-belt, draped his cloak over his 
shoulder, put on his mask and calmly awaited his 
call to the stage. 

As the receipts were so large, Hdrode, like a 
generous manager, had doubled the usual number of 
lights, so that the theatre was almost as radiant as 
if a flood of sunshine had been poured into it. The 
fair portion of the audience, hoping to attract the 
attention of the valiant Captain Fracasse, had 
arrayed themselves in all their splendour ; not a 
diamond was left in its casket; they sparkled and 
flashed, every one, on necks and arms more or less 
white and round, and on heads more or less shapely, 
but all filled with an ardent desire to please the hero 
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of the hour ; so the scene was a brilliant one in every 
way. Only one box yet remained unoccupied, the 
best situated and most conspicuous in the .whole 
house; every eye was turned upon it, .and much 
wonder expressed at the apathy manifested by those 
who had secured it, for all the rest of the spectators 
had been long settled in their places. At length, just 
as the curtain was rising, a young lady entered and 
took her seat in the much-observed box, accom- 
panied by a gentleman of venerable and patriarchal 
appearance; apparently an indulgent old uncle, a 
slave to the caprices of his pretty niece, who had 
renounced his comfortable after-dinner nap by the 
lire, in order to obey her behest and escort her to 
the theatre. She, slender and erect as Diana, was 
very richly and elegantly dressed, in that peculiar 
and exquisite shade of delicate sea-green which can 
be worn only by the purest blondes, and which 
seemed to enhance the dazzling whiteness of her 
uncovered shoulders, and the rounded, slender neck, 
diaphanous as alabaster, that proudly sustained her 
small, exquisitely poised head. Her hair, clustering 
in sunny ringlets round her brow, was like living 
gold, it made a glory round her head, and the whole 
audience was enraptured with her beauty, though an 
envious mask concealed so much of it; all, indeed, 
save the snow-white forehead, the round dimpled 
chin, the ripe red lips, whose tint was rendered yet 
more vivid by the contrast with the black velvet that 
shaded them, the perfect oval of the face, and a 
dainty little ear, pink as a sea-shell — a combination 
of charms worthy of a goddess, and which made 
every .one impatient to see the radiant, beauteous 
whole. They were soon gratified; for the young 
deity, either incommoded by the heat, or else wish- 
ing to show a queenly generosity to the gazing 
throng, took off the odious mask, and disclosed to 
view a pair of brilliant eyes, dark and blue as lapis 
lazuli, shaded with rich golden fringes, a piquant, 
perfectly cut little nose, half Grecian, half aquiline, 
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and checks tinned with a delicate flush that would 
have put a rose-leaf to shame. In fine, it was 
Yolande de Foix, more radiantly beautiful than ever, 
who, leaning forward in a negligent, graceful pose, 
looked nonchalantly about the house, not in the least 
discomposed by the many eyes fixed boldly and 
admiringly upon her. A loud burst of applause, that 
greeted the first appearance of the favourite actor, 
drew attention from her for a moment, as de Sigog- 
nac stalked forward upon the stage in the character 
of Captain Fracassc. As he paused, to wait until 
his admirers would allow him to begin his first 
tirade, he looked negligently round the eager 
audience, and when his eyes fell upon Yolande de 
Foix, sitting tranquil and radiant in her box, calmly 
surveying him with her glorious eyes, he suddenly 
turned dizzy and faint; the lights appeared first to 
blaze like suns, and then sink into darkness; the 
heads of the spectators seemed sinking into a dense 
fog; a cold perspiration started out on him from 
head to foot; he trembled violently, and felt as if 
his legs were giving way under him ; com- 
posure, memory, courage, all seemed to have failed 
him as utterly as if he had been struck by light- 
ning. 

Oh, shame ! oh, rage 1 oh, too cruel stroke of 
fate ! for him, a de Sigognac, to be seen by her — a 
haughty beauty that he used to worship from afar — 
in this grotesque array, filling so unworthy, so 
ridiculous a part, for the amusement of the gaping 
multitude ! and he could not hide himself, he could 
not sink into the earth, away from her contemptuous, 
mocking gaze. He felt that he could not, would 
not bear it, and for a moment was upon the point of 
flying; but there seemed to be leaden soles to his 
shoes, which he could by no means raise from the 
ground. He was powerless to move hand or foot, 
and stood there in a sort of stupefaction; to the 
great astonishment of Scapin, who, thinking that he 
must have forgotten his part, whispered to him the 
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opening phrases of his tirade. The public thought 
that their favourite actor desired. another round of 
applause, and broke out afresh, clapping, stamping, 
crying bravo, making a tremendous racket, which 
little respite gave poor de Sigognac time to collect 
his scattered senses, and, with a mighty effort, he 
broke the spell that had bound him, and threw 
himself into his part with such desperation that his 
acting was more extravagant and telling than ever. 
It fairly brought down the house. The haughty 
Yolande herself could not forbear to smile, and her 
old uncle, thoroughly aroused, laughed heartily, and 
applauded with all his might. No one but Isabelle 
had the slightest idea of the reason of Captain 
Fracasse’s unwonted fury — but she saw at once who 
was looking on, and knowing how sensitive he was, 
realized the effect it must infallibly produce upon 
him. She furtively watched the proud beauty as she 
modestly played her own part, and thought, not 
without a keen pang through her faithful, loving 
heart, that here would be a worthy mate for the 
Baron de Sigognac, when he had succeeded in re- 
establishing the lost splendour of his house. As to 
the poor young nobleman, he resolved not to glance 
once again at Yolande, lest he should be seized by 
a sudden transport of rage and do something utterly 
rash and disgraeful, but kept his eyes fixed, when- 
ever he could, upon his sweet, lovely Isabelle^ The. 
sight of her dear face was balm to his wounded spirit 
— her love, of which he was now so blissfully sure, 
consoled him for the openly manifested scorn of the 
other, and from her he drew strength to go on 
bravely with his detested part. 

It was over at last — the piece was finished — and 
when de Sigognac tore off his mask, like a man who 
is suffocating, his companions were alarmed at his 
altered looks. He was fairly livid, and let himself 
fall upon a bench standing near like a lifeless body. 
Seeing that he was very faint, Blazius hastened to 
fetch some wine — his sovereign remedy for every ill 
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— but de Sigognac rejected it, and signed that he 
wanted water instead. 

“A great mistake,” said the pedant, shaking his 
head disapprovingly, “a sad mistake — water is only 
fit for frogs, and fish, and such-like cold-blooded 
creatures — it does not do for human beings at all. 
Every water-bottle should be labelled, ‘ For external 
use only.’ Why, I should die instantly if so much 
as a drop of the vile stuff found its way down my 
throat. Take my advice, Captain Fracasse, and let 
it alone. Here, have some of this good strong wine ; 
it will set you right.” 

But de Sigognac would not be persuaded, and 
persisted in motioning for water. When it was 
brought, cool and fresh, he eagerly swallowed a 
large draught of the despised liquid, and found him- 
self almost immediately revived by it — his face 
resuming a more natural hue, and the light returning 
to his eyes. When he was able to sit up and look 
about him again, Herode approached, in his turn, 
and said, “You played admirably this evening, and 
with wonderful spirit, Captain Fracasse, but it does 
not do to take too much out of yourself in tills way 
— such violent exertions would quickly do for you. 
The comedian’s art consists in sparing himself as 
much as possible, whilst producing striking effects; 
he should be calm amidst all his simulated fury, and 
cool in his apparently most burning rage. Never 
did actor play this part as superbly as you have done 
to-night — that I am bound to acknowledge — but this 
is too dear a price to pay for it.” 

“Yes, wasn’t 1 absurd in it?” answered the 
baron bitterly. “ I felt myself superbly ridiculous 
throughout — especially when my head went 
through the guitar with which Leander was be- 
labouring me.” 

“ You certainly did put on the most comically 
furious airs imaginable,” the tyrant replied, “and 
the whole audience was convulsed with laughter. 
Even 'Mademoiselle Yolande de Foix, that very 
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Bohemienne, who plays her part of ingenuous -young 
girl with such a precious affectation of modesty? ” 
she added, with a forced laugh. “And wasn’t he 
at your chdteau with these very players? Judging 
from his usual stupid, silly air, I would not have 
believed him capable of making such a clever 
mountebank, and such a faithful gallant.” 

As he conversed with Yolande, the marquis was 
looking about the house, of which he had a much 
better view than from his own place near the stage, 
and his attention was caught and fixed by a 
masked lady, whom he had not seen before, as his 
back was always turned to her box. Although her 
head and figure were much enveloped and disguised 
in a profusion of black laces, the attitude and general 
contour of this mysterious beauty seemed strangely 
familiar to him, and there was something about her 
that reminded him forcibly of the marquise, his own 
wife. “Bah!” said he to himself, “how foolish I 
am ; she must be all safe at the Chateau de Bruyferes, 
where I left her.” But at that very moment he 
caught sight of a diamond ring — a large solitaire, 
peculiarly set — sparkling on her finger, which was 
precisely like one that the Marquise de Bruy&res 
always wore. A little troubled by this strange coin- 
cidence, he took leave abruptly of the fair Yolande 
and her devoted old uncle, and hastened to the 
masked lady’s box. But, prompt as his movements 
had been, he was too late — the nest was empty — 
the bird had flown. The lady, whoever she might 
be, had vanished, and the suspicious husband was 
left in considerable vexation and perplexity. “ Could 
it be possible,” he murmured, as his doubts became 
almost certainty, “ that she was sufficiently infatuated 
to fall in love with that miserable Leander, and 
follow him here? Fortunately I had the rascal 
thoroughly thrashed, so I am even with him, how- 
ever it may be.” This thought restored his ruffled 
serenity, and he made his way as fast as he could to 
the green-room, to rejoin the soubrette, who had 
p 2 
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great, and proud, and noble lady, condescended to 
smile. I saw her myself.” 

“ It was a -great honour for me assuredly,” cried 
de Sigognac, with flaming cheeks, “to have been 
able to divert so great a lady.” 

“Pardon me, my lord,” said the tyrant, who per- 
ceived the painful flush that covered the baron’s face, 
“I should have remembered that the success which 
is so prized by us poor comedians, actors by profes- 
sion, cannot but be a matter of indifference to one 
of your lordship’s rank.” 

“You have not offended me, my good Herode,” 
de Sigognac hastened to reply, holding out his hand 
to the honest tyrant with a genial smile; "whatever 
is worth doing is worth doing well. But I could not 
help remembering that I had dreamed of and hoped 
for very different triumphs from this.” 

Isabelle, who meantime had been dressing for the 
other piece, passed near de Sigognac just then, and 
gave him such an angelic look — so hill of tenderness, 
sympathy, and passionate love — that he quite forgot 
the haughty Yolande, and felt really happy again. 
It was a divine balm, that healed his wounded pride 
— for the moment at least; but such wounds are all 
too apt to open and bleed again and again. 

The Marquis de Bruy£res was at his post as usual, 
and though very much occupied in applauding Zer- 
bine, yet found time to go and pay his respects to 
Mademoiselle Yolande de Foix. He related to her, 
without mentioning the baron’s name, the affair of 
the duel between Captain Fracasse and the Duke of 
Vallombreuse — saying that he ought to be able to 
give all the details of that famous encounter better 
than anybody else, since he had been present as one 
of the seconds. 

“You need not be so mysterious about it,” an- 
swered Yolande, “for it is not difficult to divine that 
your Captain Fracasse is no other than the Baron 
de Sigognac. Didn't I myself see- him leaving his 
old owl-haunted towers in company with this little 
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Isabelle.” A bright flush of indignation overspread 
her sweet face when she perceived it, and without 
even yielding to her feminine curiosity so far as to 
open the richly carved and inlaid casket for a peep 
at its contents, she called for Maitre Bilot, and 
ordered him peremptorily to take it immediately out 
of her room, and give it back to whomsoever owned 
it, for she would not suffer it to remain where it 
was another minute. The landlord affected astonish- 
ment, and swore by all he held sacred that he did 
not know who had put the casket there, nor whose it 
was; though it must be confessed that he had his 
suspicions, and felt very sure that they were correct. 
In truth, the obnoxious jewel-case had been secretly 
placed upon Isabelle’s table by old Madame 
Ldonarde, to whom the Duke of Vallombreuse had 
had recourse, in the hope that she might be able to 
aid him, and in the full belief, shared by her, that the 
superb diamonds which the beautiful casket con- 
tained would accomplish all that he desired with 
Isabelle. But his offering only served to rouse her 
indignation, and she spoke very severely to Maitre 
Bilot, commanding him to remove it instantly from 
her sight, and to be careful not to mention this fresh 
affront to Captain Fracasse. The worthy landlord 
could not help feeling enthusiastic admiration for the 
conduct of the young actress, who rejected jewels 
that would have made a duchess envious, and as he 
retired bowed to her as respectfully and profoundly 
as he would have done to a queen. After he had 
withdrawn and she was left alone, Isabelle, feeling 
agitated and feverish, opened her window for a 
breath of fresh air, and to cool her burning cheeks 
and brow. She saw a bright light issuing from a 
couple of windows in the mansion of the Duke of 
Vallombreuse — doubtless in the room where the 
wounded young nobleman lay — but the garden and 
the little alley beneath her seemed absolutely de- 
serted. In a moment, however, she caught a low 
whisper from the latter, not intended for her ears, 
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been impatiently expecting him, and did not hesitate 
to rate him soundly for his unwonted delay. 

When all was over, and Lcander — who had been 
feeling excessively anxious about the sudden dis- 
appearance of his marquise — was free, he immedi- 
ately repaired to the open square where he had been 
first bidden to meet the carriage sent to fetch him, 
and where he had found it awaiting him nightly ever 
since. The little page, who was there alone, put a 
letter and a small package into his hand, without a 
word, and then running swiftly away, before Lean- 
der had time to question him, vanished in the dark- 
ness. The note, which was signed simply Marie, 
was from the marquise, who said that she feared her 
husband’s suspicions had been excited, and that it 
would no longer be safe for them to meet just then, 
bade him an affectionate farewell until it might be 
their good fortune to sec each other again, expressed 
much regret at this unlucky contretemps, and begged 
him to accept the gold chain she sent therewith as 
a little souvenir, to remind him of the many happy 
hours they had spent together. Lcander was at 
first very much vexed and disappointed, but was 
somewhat reconciled and consoled when he felt the 
weight of his golden treasure, and saw its length 
and thickness; and, on the whole, was rather glad 
to come off with such flying colours from an adven- 
ture that might have brought down a yet more severe 
punishment than that he had already received upon 
his devoted head. 

When Isabelle regained her own room she found a 
very rich and elegant casket awaiting her there, 
which had been placed conspicuously on the dressing- 
table, where it could not fail to meet her eye the 
moment she entered the chamber. A folded paper 
was lying under one corner of the casket, which 
must have contained some very precious gems, for it 
was a real marvel of beauty itself. The paper was 
not sealed, and bore only these two words, evidently 
written by a weak and trembling hand, “For 
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openings — a small, dark head, with wild, tangled 
elf-locks hanging about it; next came a long, thin 
arm with a claw-like hand, then the shoulder 
followed, and finally the whole body of a slender, 
emaciated little girl wriggled dexterously, though 
with much difficulty, through the narrow aperture, 
and the child dropped down upon the floor as lightly 
and noiselessly as a 'feather, a snow-flake, or a waft 
of thistle-down. She had been deceived by Isabelle’s 
remaining so long perfectly quiet, and believed her 
asleep ; but when she softly approached the bed, to 
make sure that her victim’s slumber had not been 
disturbed by her own advent, an expression of ex- 
treme surprise was depicted on her face, as she got 
a full view of the head lying upon the pillow and the 
eyes fixed upon her in speechless terror. “ The lady 
of the necklace! ” she exclaimed aloud. “Yes, the 
lady of the necklace ! ” putting one hand, as she 
spoke, caressingly upon the string of pearl beads 
round her little, thin, brown neck. Isabelle, for her 
part, though half dead with fright, had recognized 
the little girl she had first seen at the Blue Sun Inn, 
and afterwards on the road to the Chateau de 
Bruy&res, in company with Agostino, the brigand. 
She tried to cry out for help, but the child put her 
hand quickly and firmly over her mouth. 

“Don’t scream,” she said reassuringly, “nothing 
shall hurt you. Chiquita promised that she would 
never kill nor harm the good, sweet lady, who gave 
her the pearls that she meant to steal.” 

“ But what have you come in here for, my poor 
child ? ” asked Isabelle, gradually recovering her 
composure, but filled with surprise at this strange 
intrusion. 

“To open the great bolt on your door there that 
you are so careful to close every night,” answered 
Chiquita, in the most matter of fact way. ‘‘They 
chose me for it because I am such a good climber, 
and as thin and supple as a snake; there are not 
many holes that I'cannot manage to crawl through.” 
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which said, "She has not gone to bed yet.” She 
softly leaned out of her window- — the room within 
was not lighted, so she could not be seen — and 
peering anxiously into the darkness thought she 
could distinguish two cloaked figures lurking in the 
alley, and further away, near one end of it, a third 
one, apparently on the watch. They seemed to feel 
that they were observed, and all three presently 
slunk away and vanished, leaving Isabelle half in 
doubt as to whether they were the creatures of her 
excited imagination, or had been real men prowling 
there. Tired at last of watching, without hearing or 
seeing anything more, she withdrew from the win- 
dow, closed and secured it softly, procured a light, 
saw that the great, clumsy bolt on her door was 
properly adjusted, and made her preparations for 
bed ; lying down at last and trying to sleep, for she 
was very tired, but haunted by vague fears and 
doubts that made her anxious and uneasy. She did 
not extinguish her light, but placed it near the bed, 
and strove to reassure herself and reason away her 
nameless terror; but all in vain. At every little noise 
— the cracking of the furniture or the falling of a 
cinder in the fire-place — she started up in fresh alarm, 
and could not close her eyes. High up in the wall 
of one side of her room was a small round window — 
a bull’s eye — evidently intended to give light and air 
to some dark inner chamber or closet, which looked 
like a great black eye in the gray wall, keeping an 
unwinking watch upon her, and Isabelle found her- 
self again and again glancing up at it with a 
shudder. It was crossed by two strong iron bars, 
leaving four small apertures, so that there could not 
possibly be any danger of intrusion from that 
quarter, yet she could not avoid feeling nervous 
about it, and at times fancied that she could see two 
gleaming eye-balls in its black depths. She lay for a 
long time perfectly motionless gazing at it, like one 
under a spell, and at last was paralyzed with horror 
when a head actually appeared at one of the four 
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“To open the great bolt on your door there that 
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saw that the great, clumsy bolt on her door was 
properly adjusted, and made her preparations for 
bed; lying down at last and trying to sleep, for she 
was very tired, but haunted by vague fears and 
doubts that made her anxious and uneasy. She did 
not extinguish her light, but placed it near the bed, 
and strove to reassure herself and reason away her 
nameless terror ; but all in vain. At every little noise 
— the cracking of the furniture or the falling of a 
cinder in the fire-place — she started up in fresh alarm, _ 
and could not close her eyes. High up in the wall 
of one side of her room was a small round window — 
a bull’s eye — evidently intended to give light and air 
to some dark inner chamber or closet, which looked 
like a great black eye in the gray wall, keeping an 
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when a head actually appeared at one of the four 
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go away quietly enough; you need not be afraid. 
Now let me have one good look at you before I go 
— oh ! how sweet and pretty you are — and I love 
you, yes I do, ever so much ; almost as much as 
Agostino. But what is this?” cried she suddenly, 
pouncing upon a knife that was lying on the table 
near the bed. “Why, .you have got the very knife 
I lost; it was my father’s knife. Well, you may 
keep it — it’s a good one. 

When this viper bites, make sure 
You must die, for there’s no cure. 

See, this is the way to open it, and then you use it 
like this : strike from below upwards — the blade 
goes in better that way — and it’s so sharp it will go 
through anything. Carry it in the bosom of your 
dress, and it is always ready ; then if anybody 
bothers you, out with it, and paf 1 you have them 
ripped up in no time,” and the strange, eerie little 
creature accompanied her words with appropriate 
gestures, by way of illustration. This extraordinary 
lesson in the art of using a knife, given in the dead 
of night, and under such peculiar circumstances, 
seemed like a nightmare to Isabelle. 

_ “Be sure you hold the knife like this, do you see? 
tightly clasped in your fingers — as long as you have 
it no one can harm you, but you can hurt them. 
Now, I must go — adieu, and don’t forget Chiquita.” 

So saying, the queer little elf pushed a table up to 
the wall under the bull’s eye, mounted it, sprang up 
and caught hold of the iron bar with the agility of 
a monkey, swung herself up in some extraordinary 
fashion, wriggled through the small opening and 
disappeared, chanting in a rude measure, “Chiquita 
whisks through key-holes, and dances on the sharp 
points of spear-heads and the broken glass on garden 
walls, without ever hurting herself one bit — and 
nobody can catch her." 

Isabelle, _ left alone, awaited the break of day with 
trembling impatience, unable to sleep after the fright 
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“And why were you to open my door, Chiquita? 
so that thieves could come in and steal what few 
things I have here? There is nothing of value 
among them, I assure you.” 

“Oh, no! ” Chiquita replied disdainfully, “it was 
to let the men in who were to carry you off.” 

“ My God ! I am lost,” cried poor Isabelle, wring- 
ing her hands in despair. 

“Not at all,” said Chiquita, “and you need not 
be so frightened. I shall just leave the bolt as it is, 
and they would not dare to force the door; it would 
make too much noise, and they would be caught at 
it; they’re not so silly as that, never fear.” 

“ But I should have shrieked at the top of my 
voice, and clung to the bedstead with all my might, 
if they had tried to take me,” exclaimed Isabelle 
excitedly, “so that I would have been heard by the 
people in the neighbouring rooms, and I’m sure they 
would have come to my rescue.” 

“A good gag will stifle any shrieks,” said Chiquita 
sententiously, with a lofty contempt for Isabelle’s 
ignorance that was very amusing, “and a blanket 
rolled tightly about the body prevents any move- 
ments ; that is an easy matter, you see. They would 
have carried you off without the slightest difficulty, 
for the stable boy was bribed, and was to open the 
back door for them." 

“ Who has laid this wicked plot ? ” asked the poor, 
frightened, young girl, with a trembling voice, 
horror-stricken at the danger she had escaped. 

“The great lord who has given them all such 
heaps of money ; oh 1 such quantities of big gold 
pieces — by the handful,” said Chiquita, her great 
dark eyes glittering' with a fierce, covetous expres- 
sion, strange and horrible to see in one so young. 
“But all the same, you gave me the pearls, and he 
shall not hurt you ; he shall not have you if you don’t 
want to go. I will tell them that you were awake, 
and there was a man in the room, so that I could 
not get in and open the door for them; they will all 
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It would be too long - to follow our comedians, 
step by step, on their way to Paris. At Tours and 
Orleans they stopped to give a few representations, 
which were very successful. No attempt being made 
to molest them in any way, Blazius after a time 
forgot his fears, but Isabelle could not banish from 
her memory the plot to abduct her, and many times 
■saw again in her dreams Chiquita’s weird face, with 
the tangled elf-locks hanging around it, just as it 
had appeared to her that dreadful night at the Armes 
de France, glaring at her with fierce eyes. Then 
she would start up, sobbing and trembling, in 
violent agitation, and it required the most tender 
soothing from her companion, Zerbine, whose room 
she had shared ever since they quitted Poitiers, 
to quiet and reassure her. The soubrette, thoroughly 
enamoured of Isabelle as of old, was devoted to 
her, and took great delight 'in watching over and 
ministering to her; an own sister could not have 
been kinder. 

At last they drew near to the capital — following 
the windings of the Seine, whose waters flow past 
royal palaces, and many another edifice of renown 
— and at four o’clock of a bright winter afternoon 
came in sight of its spires and domes. The smoke 
rising from its forest of chimneys hung over it in a 
semi-transparent cloud, through which the sun 
shone, round and red, like a ball of fire. As they 
entered the city by the Porte Saint Bernard, a 
glorious spectacle greeted their wondering eyes. 
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and agitation she had experienced, and momentarily 
dreading some fresh cause of alarm ; but nothing else 
happened to disturb her. When she joined her com- 
panions at breakfast, they were all struck with her 
extreme pallor, and the distressed expression of her 
countenance. To their anxious questions she replied 
by giving an account of her nocturnal adventure, and 
de Sigognac, furious at this fresh outrage, could 
scarcely be restrained from going at once to demand 
satisfaction for it from the Duke of Vallombreuse, to 
whom he did not hesitate to attribute this villainous 
scheme. 

“ I think,” said Blazius, when he could make him- 
self heard, “that we had better pack up, and be off 
as soon as we can for Paris; the air is becoming 
decidedly unwholesome for us in this place.” 

After a short discussion all the others agreed with 
him, and it was decided that they should take their 
departure from Poitiers the very next day. 
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certain prestige to his troupe to be lodged there, and 
show conclusively that they were not mere needy, 
vagabond players, gaining a precarious livelihood in 
their wanderings through the provinces, but a com- 
-pany of comedians of good standing, whose talents 
brought them in a handsome revenue. 

Upon their arrival at this imposing hostelry, they 
were first shown into an immense kitchen, which 
presented an animated, busy scene — a whole army 
of cooks bustling about the great roaring lire, and 
around the various tables, where all sorts of culinary 
rites were in active progress ; while the mingling of 
savoury odours that pervaded the whole place so 
tickled the olfactory organs of Blazius, H^rode, and 
Scapin, the gourmands of the troupe, that their 
mouths expanded into the broadest of grins, as they 
edged as near as possible to the numerous sauce- 
pans, etc., from which they issued. In a few 
moments a servant came to conduct them to the 
rooms that had been prepared for them, and just as 
they turned away from the blazing fire, round 
which they had gathered, to follow him, a traveller 
entered and approached it, whose face seemed 
strangely familiar to de Sigognac. He was a tall, 
powerful man, wearing large spurs, which rang 
against the stone floor at every step, and the great 
spots of mud — some of them not yet dry — with 
which he was bespattered from head to foot, showed 
that he must have been riding far and fast. He was 
a fierce-looking fellow, with an insolent, devil-may- 
care, arrogant sort of expression, and bold, swag- 
gering gait, yet he started at sight of the young 
baron, and plainly shrunk from his eye; hastening 
on to the fire and bending over it, with his back 
turned to de Sigognac, under pretence of warming 
his hands. In vain did our hero try to recall when 
and where he had seen the man before, but he was 
positive that he had come in contact with him 
somewhere, and that recently ; and he was conscious 
of a vague feeling of uneasiness with regard to him, 
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In front of them Notre-Dame stood out in bold 
relief, with its magnificent flying buttresses, its two 
stately towers, massive and majestic, and its 
slender, graceful spire, springing from the lofty 
roof at the point of intersection of the nave and 
transepts. Many other lesser towers and spires 
rose above churches and chapels that were lost 
amid the densely crowded houses all about them, 
but de Sigognac had eyes only for tire grand old 
cathedral, which overwhelmed him with astonish- 
ment and delight. He would have liked to linger 
for hours and gaze upon that splendid triumph of 
architecture, but he needs must go forward with 
the rest, however reluctantly. The wonderful and 
unceasing whirl and confusion in the narrow, 
crowded streets, through which they made their way 
slowly, perplexed him, accustomed as he had been 
all his life to the vast solitude of the Landes, and 
the stillness that reigned in his own desolate old 
chateau ; it seemed to him as if a mill-wheel were 
running round and round in his head, and he could 
feel himself staggering like a drunken man. The 
Pont-Neuf was soon reached, and then de Sigognac 
caught a glimpse of the famous equestrian statue 
in bronze of the great and good king, Henri IV, 
which stands on its lofty pedestal and seems to be 
keeping guard over the splendid bridge, with its 
ever-rolling stream of foot-passengers, horsemen, 
and vehicles of every kind and description, from the 
superb court carriage to the huckster’s hand-cart; 
but in a moment it was lost to view, as the chariot 
turned into the then newly opened Rue Dauphine. 
In this street was a fine big hotel, frequently 
patronized by ambassadors from foreign lands, with 
numerous retinues ; for it was so vast that it could 
always furnish accommodations for large parties 
arriving unexpectedly. As the prosperous state of 
their finances admitted of their indulging in such 
luxury, H4rode had fixed upon this house as their 
place of abode in Paris; because it would give a 
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for the keen, ever-increasing - grief he suffered be- 
cause of her firm refusal to give herself wholly to 
him, his happiness, in possessing her faithful, 
devoted love, would have been too perfect for this 
life of trials and sorrow. 

When supper was over, de Sigognac accompanied 
Isabelle to the threshold of her own room, and said 
ere he left her, “Be sure to fasten your door 
securely, my sweet Isabelle, for there are so many 
people about in a great hotel like this that one 
cannot be too careful.” 

“You need have no fears for me here, my dear 
baron,” she replied; “only look at this lock, and 
you will be convinced of that. Why it is strong 
enough for a prison door, and the key turns thrice 
in it. And here is a great thick bolt besides — 
actually as long as my arm. The window is securely 
barred, and there is no dreadful bull’s eye, or open- 
ing of any kind in the wall, to make me afraid. 
Travellers so often have articles of value with them 
that I suppose it is neceSsary for them to have such 
protections against thieves. Make yourself easy 
about me, de Sigognac ! never was the enchanted 
princess of a fairy tale, shut up in her strong tower 
guarded by dragons, in greater security than am I 
in this fortress of mine.” 

“ But sometimes it chances that the magic charms 
and spells, represented by these bolts and bars, are 
insufficient, my beloved Isabelle, and the enemy 
manages to force his way in, despite them all — and 
the mystic signs, phylacteries, and abracadabras into 
the bargain.” 

“ Yes ; but that is when the princess within 
secretly favours his efforts,” said Isabelle, with a 
mischievous smile, “and in some mysterious way 
constitutes herself his accomplice; being tired of 
her seclusion, perhaps, or else in love with the bold 
intruder — neither of which is my case, you know, de 
Sigognac ! Surely if I’m not afraid — I, who am 
more timid than the trembling doe when she hears 
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that he could not account for. However, there was 
nothing for him to do hut follow his companions, 
and they all went to their respective chambers, 
there to make themselves presentable for the meal 
to which they were shortly summoned, and which 
they thoroughly enjoyed, as only hungry travellers 
can. The fare was excellent, the wine capital, the 
dining-room well lighted, warm, and comfortable, 
and all were in high spirits; congratulating each 
other upon having happily reached the end of their 
long journey at last, and drinking to their own 
future success in this great city of Paris. They 
indulged in the flattering hope of producing a sensa- 
tion here as well as at Poitiers, and even dared to 
dream of being commanded to appear before the 
court, and of being rewarded royally for their exer- 
tions to please. Only de Sigognac was silent and 
preoccupied, and Isabelle, whose thoughts were all 
of him, cast anxious glances at him, and wished 
that she could charm away his melancholy. He 
was seated at the other end of the table, and still 
puzzling over the face that he had seen in the 
kitchen, but he soon looked towards her, and caught 
her lovely eyes fixed upon him, with such an ador- 
able expression of chaste love and angelic tenderness 
in their shadowy depths, that all thoughts save of 
her were at once banished from his mind. The 
warmth of the room had flushed her cheeks a little, 
her eyes shone like stars, ■and she looked wonder- 
fully beautiful ; ^the young Duke of Vallombreuse 
would have been more madly enamoured of her 
than ever if he could have seen her then. As for 
de Sigognac, he gazed at her with unfeigned delight, 
his dark, expressive eyes eloquent of adoring love 
and deep reverence. A new sentiment mingled with 
his passion now — ever since she had opened her 
heart to him, and let him see all its heavenly purity 
and goodness — which elevated, ennobled, and inten- 
sified it. He knew now the true, lofty beauty of 
her soul, that it was akin to the angels, and but 
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clear, and distinct, for the faithful old servant 
was not much of a scholar, and addressed him as 
follows : 

“My good Pierre: — I-Icrc I am at last, actually 
in Paris, the great capital, where, according to 
general belief, I am to fall in with some sort of 
good fortune or other, that will enable me to re- 
establish the ancient prosperity of my house — though 
in truth I cannot see where I am to look for it. 
However, some happy chance may bring me into 
relations with the court, and if 1 could only get 
to speak to the king — the great dispenser of all 
favours — the important and famous services ren- 
dered by my ancestors to his royal predecessors 
would surely incline him to listen to me with in- 
dulgence and interest. His gracious majesty could 
not, it seems to me, suffer a noble family, that had 
devoted all their possessions to the service of king 
and country, in many wars, to die out so miserably, 
if once he knew of it. Meantime, for want of other 
employment, I have taken to acting, and have made 
a little money thereby — part of which I shall send 
to you, as soon as I can find a good opportunity. 
It would have been better perhaps if I had enlisted 
as a soldier; but I could not give up my liberty, 
and however poverty-stricken a man may be, his 
pride revolts at the idea of putting himself under 
the orders of those whom his noble ancestors used 
to command. The only adventure worth relating 
that has befallen me since I left you was a duel 
that I fought at Poitiers, with a certain young duke, 
who is held to be invincible; but, thanks to your 
good instructions, I was able to get the better of 
him easily. I ran him through the right arm, and 
could just as well have run him through the body, 
and left him dead upon the field, for his defence 
was weak and insufficient — by no means equal to his 
attack, which was daring and brilliant, though very 
reckless — and several times he was entirely at my 
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the dread sound of the hunter’s horn and the baying 
of the hounds — you should not fear — you, who are 
brave as Alexander the Great himself. Sleep in 
peace to-night, my friend, I pray you, and sleep 
soundly — not with one eye open, as you have 
done so often of late for my sake; and now, good- 
night ! ” 

She held out to him a pretty little hand, white and 
soft enough to have belonged to a veritable princess, 
which he kissed as reverently as if it had been a 
queen’s; then waited to hear her turn the big, 
clumsy, iron key three times in the lock — no easy 
task for her delicate fingers — and push home the 
heavy bolt. Breathing a fervent blessing upon her, 
he turned away reluctantly towards his own door. 
As he paused an instant before it he saw a shadow 
moving, turned round quickly, and caught sight 
of the very man he had been thinking of, and 
puzzling over, so much that evening — whose 
approach he had not heard at all — passing stealthily 
along the corridor, presumably on his way to his 
own room. Not an extraordinary circumstance, 
that; but the baron’s suspicions were instantly 
aroused, and under pretext of trying to introduce his 
key into the lock, he furtively watched him the whole 
length of the passage, until a turn in it hid him 
from view, as he gained an unfrequented part of 
the house; a moment after, the sound of a door 
being softly opened and closed announced that he 
had probably reached his own chamber, and then 
all was still again. 

“Now what docs this mean?” said Sigognac to 
himself, and, haunted by a vague feeling of anxiety 
and uneasiness, he could not even bring himself to 
lie down upon his bed and rest his weary frame; 
so, after pacing restlessly about the room for a 
while, he concluded to occupy himself in writing a 
letter to his good old Pierre; he had promised to 
apprise him of his arrival in Paris. He was 
careful that the handwriting should be very large, 
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clattering of hoofs ns they galloped off down the 
Rue Dauphinc. 

At breakfast the next morning the tyrant said to 
de Sigognac, “Captain, doesn’t your curiosity 
prompt you to go out and look about \ou a little in 
this great city — one of the finest in the world, and 
of such high renown in history? If it is agreeable 
to you I will be your guide and pilot, for I have 
been familiar from my youth up with the rocks and 
reefs, the straits and shallows, the scyllas and 
charybdiscs of this seething ocean, which are often 
so dangerous — sometimes so fatal — to strangers, and 
m prc especially to inexperienced country people. I 
will be your Palinurus — but I promise you that I 
shall not allow myself to be caught napping, and so 
fall overboard, like him that Virgil tells us about. 
Wc are admirably located here for sight-seeing; the 
Pont-Neuf, which is close at hand, you know, is to 
Paris what the Sacra Via was to ancient Rome — 
the great resort and rallying place of high and 
low, great and small, noblemen, gentlemen, bour- 
geois, working men, rogues and vagabonds. Men 
of every rank and profession under the sun are to 
be found gathered together at this general rendez- 
vous.” 

Your kind proposition pleases me greatly, my 
good Herode,” dc Sigognac replied, “and I accept 
!t with thanks; but be sure to tell Scapin that he 
™ust remain here, and keep a sharp watch over all 
who come and go; and, above all, that he must not 
let any one gain access to Isabelle. The Duke of 
Yallombreuse has not given up his designs against 
her and me, — I feel very anxious about her safety, ’ 
and therewith he recounted the occurrences of the 
preceding night. 

I don’t believe they would dare to attempt any- 
thing in broad daylight,” said the tyrant; . still it 
's best to err on the safe side, and we will leave 
bcapin, Blazius and Leander to keep guard over 
isabelle while we are out. And, by the way, I will 
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nature, and did not feel the least anxiety about his 
own safety — trusting to his good sword to defend 
him against his enemies — but he was very uneasy 
in regard to his sweet Isabelle, and dreaded inex- 
pressibly what might be attempted to gain posses- 
sion of her. Not knowing which one of them the 
four desperadoes had in view now, he determined 
not to relax his vigilance an instant, and to take 
such precautions as he felt pretty sure would circum- 
vent their plans, whatever they might be. He 
lighted all the candles there were in his room — a 
goodly number — and opened his door, so that they 
threw a flood of light on that of Isabelle’s chamber, 
which was exactly opposite his own. Next he drew 
his sword, laid it, with his dagger, on a table he 
had drawn out in front of the door, and then sat 
down beside it, facing the corridor, to watch. He 
waited some time without hearing or seeing any- 
thing. Two o’clock had rung out from a neigh- 
bouring church tower when a slight rustling caught 
his listening ear, and presently one 'of the four 
rascals — the very man he had first seen — emerged 
from the shadow into the bright light streaming 
out into the passage from his open door. The 
baron had sprung -to his feet at the first sound, 
and stood erect on the threshold, sword in hand, 
with such a lofty, heroic and triumphant air, that 
Mdrindol — for it was he — passed quickly by, with- 
out offering to molest him, with a most deprecat- 
ing, crest-fallen expression; a laughable contrast 
to his habitual fierce insolence. His three doughty 
comrades followed in quick succession — but not one 
of them dared to attack de Sigognac, and they slunk 
out of sight as rapidly as possible. He saluted each 
one with a mocking gesture as he passed, and .stood 
tranquilly watching them as long as he could see 
them. In a few minutes he had the satisfaction of 
hearing the stamping of horses’ feet in the court- 
yard below, then the opening of the outer door to 
let them pass out into the street, and finally a great 
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detests me — he has beaten my lackeys, and dared 
to wound me. But thej-e shall be an end of this 
sort of thing, and that speedily — even though he be 
11 ^ v ^ nera ble, and bear a charmed life, he must and 
shall be put out of my way — I swear it ! though I 
should be forced to risk my name and my title to 
compass it.” 

(( " Humph ! ” said Hdrode, drawing a long breath ; 

why, those brutes must be of the same breed as 
the famous horses of that Diomedes, King of Thrace, 
we read of, that pursued men to tear them asunder, 
and fed upon their flesh. But at least you are not 
hurt, my lord, I trust ! That coachman saw you 
perfectly well, and I would be willing to wager all 
I possess in the world that he purposely tried to run 
over you — he deliberately turned his horses towards 
you- — I am sure of it, for I saw the whole thing. 
Did you observe whether there was a coat of arms 
°n the panel? As you are a nobleman yourself I 
suppose you must be familiar with the devices of 
the leading families in France.” 

“Yes, I am, of course,” answered de Sigognac, 
‘but I was too much occupied in getting out of the 
way of the swift-rolling carriage to notice whether 
there was anything of that kind on it or not.” 

“That’s a pity,” rejoined the tyrant regretfully, 
‘for if we only knew that, we should have a clue, 
that might lead to our discovering the truth about 
this most suspicious affair. It is only too evident 
that some one is trying to put you out of the way. 
Although we unfortunately have no proof of it, I 
am very much inclined to think that this same 
carriage belongs to his lordship, the Duke of Val- 
lombreuse, who wished to indulge himself in the 
pleasure of driving over the body of his enemy in 
his chariot, in true classical and imperial style.” 

“What extraordinary idea have you got into your 
head now, Sir H£rode? ” said dc Sigognac, rather 
indignantly. "Come, that would be too infamous 
and villainous a proceeding for any gentleman to 
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take my sword with me, too, so that I can be of 
some assistance in case they should find an oppor- 
tunity to fall upon you in the streets.” 

Talking thus the two had reached the Quai de 
1’Ecole, and there a carriage just missed running 
over de Sigognac, though he did his best to get out 
of its way. As it was, only his extremely slender 
figure saved him from being crushed between it and 
the wall, so close did it come to him — notwithstand- 
ing the fact that there was plenty of room on the 
other side, and that the coachman could easily have 
avoided the foot passenger he actually seemed to 
pursue. The windows of the carriage were all 
closed, and the curtains drawn down, so 'that it 
was impossible to tell whether it had any inmates 
or not — but if de Sigognac could have peeped within 
he would have seen, reclining languidly upon the 
luxurious cushions, a handsome young nobleman, 
richly dressed, whose right arm -was supported by 
a black silk scarf, arranged as a sling. In spite 
of the warm red glow from the crimson silk cur- 
tains, he was very pale, and, though so remarkably 
handsome, his face wore such an expression of 
hatred and cruelty, that he would have inspired 
dislike, rather than admiration — as he sat there with 
a fierce frown contracting his brow, and savagely 
gnawing his under lip with his gleaming white teeth. 
In fine, the occupant of the carriage that had so 
nearl_y run over the Baron de Sigognac was no other 
than the young Duke of Vallombreuse. 

“Another failure!” said he to himself, with an 
oath, as he rolled along up the broad quay past the 
Tuileries. “And yet I promised that stupid rascal 
of a coachman of mine twenty-five Iouis if he could 
be adroit enough to run afoul of that confounded de 
Sigognac — who is the bane of my life — and drive 
over him, as if by accident. Decidedly the star of 
my destiny is not in the ascendant — this miserable 
little rustic lordling gets the better of me in every- 
thing. Isabelle, 'sweet Isabelle, adores him, and 
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about this mournful figure, which personified France, 
and in whose veins flowed sluggishlv the generous 
blood of Henri IV. 

The young baron had always thought of the king 
as a sort of supernatural being, exalted above all 
other men. Glorious and majestic in his person, 
and resplendent in sumptuous raiment, enriched with 
Fold and precious stones; and now he saw only this 
sad, motionless figure, clad in dismal black, and 
apparently unconscious of his surroundings, sunk 
m a profound revery that none would dare to intrude 
upon. . He had dreamed of n gracious, smiling 
sovereign, showering good gifts upon his loyal 
subjects, and here was an apathetic, inanimate 
being, who seemed capable of no thought for any 
°ne but himself. He was sadly disappointed, 
shocked, amazed; and he felt, with a sinking heart, 
how hopeless was his own case. For even should 
be he able to approach this mournful, listless 
monarch, what sympathy could be expected from 
him? The future looked darker than ever now to 
tins brave young heart. Absorbed in these sorrow- 
ful reflections he walked silently along beside his 
companion, who respected his taciturn mood, and 
did not intrude upon it, until, as the hour of noon 
approached, he suggested that they should turn 
their steps homeward, so as to be in time for the 
mid-day' meal. When they' reached the hotel they 
were relieved to find that nothing particular had hap- 
pened during their absence. Isabelle, quietly' seated 
at table with the others when they entered, received 
the baron with her usual sweet smile, and held out 
her little white hand to him. The comedians asked 
many' questions about his first experiences in Paris, 
and inquired mischievously whether he had brought 
his cloak, his purse, and his handkerchief home with 
him, to which de Sigognac joyfully answered in the 
affirmative. In this friendly banter he soon forgot 
his sombre thoughts, and asked himself whether he 
had not been the dupe of a hypochondriac fancy'. 
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be guilty of, and you must remember that after all 
the Duke of Vallombreuse, is one, and that he be- 
longs to a very high and noble family. Besides, 
did not we leave him in Poitiers, laid up with his 
wound? How then could he possibly be in Paris, 
when we have only just arrived here ourselves?” 

“But didn’t we stop several days at Tours? and 
again at Orleans? And even if his wound were 
not entirely healed he could easily travel in his 
luxurious carriage, by easy stages, from Poitiers to 
Paris. His hurt was not of a dangerous character, 
you know, and he is young and vigorous.” 

This de Sigognac could not dispute, and he only 
nodded in token of assent, as he grasped the hilt of 
his sword, so as to be ready to draw it at the 
slightest cause for suspicion or alarm. Meantime 
they had walked on as far as the Porte de la Con- 
ference, and now saw ahead of them a great cloud 
of dust, and through it the glitter of bayonets. 
They stepped aside to let the cavalcade pass, and 
saw that the soldiers preceded the carriage of the 
king, who was returning from Saint Germain to the 
Louvre. The curtains of the royal vehicle were 
raised, and the glasses let down, so that the people 
could distinctly see their sovereign, Louis XIII, 
who, pale as a ghost and dressed all in black, sat 
as motionless as an effigy in wax. Long, dark 
brown hair fell about his mournful, ghastly coun- 
tenance, upon which was depicted the same terrible 
ennui that drove Philip II of Spain to seclude him- 
self so much, during the later years of his life, in 
the silence and solitude of the dreary Escorial. His 
eyes were fixed on vacancy, and seemed utterly life- 
less — no desire, no thought, no will lent them light 
or expression. A profound disgust for and weari- 
ness of everything in this life had relaxed his lower 
lip, which fell sullenly, in a morose, pouting way. 
His hands, excessively thin and white, lay listlessly 
upon his knees, like those of certain Egyptian idols. 
And yet, for all, there was a truly royal majestv 
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night.. I shall be as fresh and bright as a lark by 
that time, and ready for anything.- You shall give 
me your instructions then, and we will agree upon 
my share of the- spoils. It should be something 
handsome, for I have the- vanity to believe that no 
one would come and disturb a fellow of my calibre 
for any insignificant piece of business. But after all 
I am weary of playing the thief and pickpocket — 
't is beneath me — and I mean to devote all my 
energies in future to the noble art of assassination ; 

is more worthy of my undisputed prowess. I 
would rather be a grand, man-slaying lion than any 
meaner beast of prey. If this is a question of killing 
I am your man — but one thing more, it must be a 
fellow who will defend h'imself. Our \’ictims are 


so apt to be cowardly, and give in without a struggle 
— it is no better than sticking a pig — and that I 
cannot stand, it disgusts me. A good manly resist- 
ance, the more stubborn the better, gives a pleasant 
zest to the task.” 

“You may rest eas}' on that score,” Mdrindol 
replied, with a malicious smile; “you will find a 
tough customer to handle, I promise you.” 

“So much the better,” said Lampourde, "for it 
is a long time since I have found an adversary 
worth crossing swords with. But enough of this 
for the present. Good-bye to you, and let me finish 
my nap.” 

But he tried in vain to compose himself to sleep 
again, and, after several fruitless efforts, gave it up 
as a bad job ; then began to shake a companion, who 
had slept soundly on the floor under the table during 
the preceding discussion, and when he had suc- 
ceeded in rousing him, both went off to a gaming- 
house, where lansquenet was in active progress. 
The company was composed of thieves, cut-throats, 
professional bulling, ruffians of every sort, lackeys, 
and low fellows of various callings, and a few well- 
to-do, unsophisticated bourgeois, who had been 
enticed in there — unfortunate pigeons, destined to 
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which could see nothing anywhere but plots and 
conspiracies. 

He had not been alarmed without reason, however, 
for his enemies, vexed but not discouraged by the 
failure of their several attempts upon him, had by 
no means renounced their determination to make 
away with him. Mdrindol, who was threatened by 
the duke with being sent back to the galleys whence 
he had rescued him, unless he and his comrades 
succeeded in disposing of the Baron dc Sigognac, 
resolved to invoke the assistance of a certain clever 
rascal of his acquaintance, who had never been 
known to fail in any job of that kind which he under- 
took. He no longer felt himself capable to cope 
with the baron, and moreover now laboured under 
the serious disadvantage of being personally known 
to him. He went accordingly to look up his friend, 
Jacquemin Lampourdc by name, who lodged not very 
far from the Pont-Neuf, and was lucky enough to 
find him at home, sleeping off the effects of his last 
carouse. He awoke him with some difficulty, and 
was violently abused for his pains. Then, having 
quietly waited until his friend’s first fury was 
exhausted, he announced that he had come to con- 
sult with him on important business, having an 
excellent job to entrust to him, and begging that 
he would be good enough to listen to what he 
had to say. 

‘‘I never listen to anybody when I am drunk,” 
said Jacquemin Lampourde, majestically, putting his 
elbow on his knee as he spoke, and resting his head 
on his hand — “and besides, I have plenty of money 
— any quantity of gold pieces. We plundered a rich 
English lord last night, who was a walking cash- 
box, and I am a gentleman of wealth just at present. 
However, one evening, at lansquenet may swallow it 
all up. I can’t resist gambling, you know, and I’m 
deuced unlucky at it, so I will see you to-night 
about this little matter of yours. Meet me at the 
foot of the bronze statue on the Pont-Neuf at mid- 
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Such was Malartic his intimate friend, who certainly 
was not handsome— -but his mental and moral quali- 
ties made up for his little physical disadvantages. 
Next to Larnpourdc — for whom he professed the 
most exalted admiration and respect — he was 
accounted the most skilful swordsman in Paris ; he 
was lucky at cards, and could drink to any extent. 
For the "rest, he was a man of great delicacy and 
honour, in his way — ready to run any risk to help 
or support a friend, and capable of enduring any 
amount of torture rather than betray his comrades— 
so that he enjoyed the universal esteem of his circle. 

Malartic went straight to Larnpourdc 's tabic, sat 
down opposite to him, silently seized the glass the 
other had promptly filled, and drained it at a single 
draught ; evidently his method differed from his 
friend’s, but that it was equally efficacious his nose 
bore indisputable witness. The two men drank 
steadily and in silence until they had emptied their 
third bottle, 'and then called for pipes. When they 
had puffed away for a while, and enveloped them- 
selves in a dense cloud of smoke, they fell into con- 
versation, deploring the bad times since the king, his 
court and followers, had all gone to Saint Germain, 
and comparing notes as to their own individual 
doings since their last meeting. Thus far they had 
paid no attention whatever to the company round 
them, but now such a loud discussion arose over the 
conditions of a bet between two men about some feat 
that one of them declared he could perform and the 
other pronounced impossible, that they both looked 
round to see what it was all about. A man of lithe, 
vigorous frame, with a complexion dark as a Moor s, 
jet-black hair and flashing eyes, was drawing out of 
bis red girdle a large, dangerous-looking knife, 
which, when opened, was nearly as long as a sword, 
and called in Valencia, where it was made, a navaja. 
He carefully examined and tested the edge and point 
of this formidable weapon, with which he seemed 
satisfied, said to the man he had been disputing with, 
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many generations of wine-drinkers. The heavy 
wooden shutters were all closed when Lampourde 
reached it ; but by the bright light streaming through 
their crevices, and the sounds of song and revelry 
that reached his ear, he knew that there must be a 
numerous company within. Knocking on the door 
in a peculiar way with the handle of his sword, he 
made himself known as an habitud of the house, and 
was promptly admitted — the door being carefully 
made fast again the moment he had entered. The 
large, low room into which he made his way was 
filled with the smoke from many pipes, and redolent 
with the fumes of wine. A cheerful wood fire was 
blazing on the hearth, lighting up the array of bottles 
in the bar, which was placed near it, where the 
master of the establishment sat enthroned, keeping 
a watchful eye on the noisy crowd gathered round 
the many small tables with which the room abounded, 
drinking, smoking, playing at various games, and 
singing ribald songs. Lampourde paid no attention 
to the uproarious throng, further than to look about 
and make sure that none of his own particular friends 
and associates were among them. He found an 
unoccupied table, to which a servant quickly brought 
a bottle of fine old Canary wine, very choice and 
rare, which was reserved for a few privileged and 
appreciative customers, who could afford to indulge 
in such luxuries. He had been but a few minutes 
alone when an odd-looking, shabbily dressed indi- 
vidual came in, who rejoiced in a remarkably pale 
face, which looked as if it had been chalked, and a 
nose as red and fiery as a live coal; the idea of how 
many casks of wine and bottles of brandy must have 
been imbibed to bring it to such an intensity of 
erubescence would be enough to terrify the ordinary 
thinker. This singular countenance was like a 
cheese, with a bright, red cherry stuck in the middle 
of it; and to finish the portrait it would only be 
necessary to add two apple' seeds, placed a little 
obliquely, for the eyes, and a wide gash for a mouth. 
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A DOUBLE ATTACK 

The Duke of Vallombreusc was not a man to 
neglect his love affairs, any more than his enemies. 
If he hated de Sigognac mortally, he felt for Isabelle 
that furious passion which the unattainable is apt to 
excite in a haughty and violent natuie like his, that 
has never met with resistance. To get possession 
of the young actress had become the ruling thought 
of his life. Spoiled by the easy victories he had 
always gained heretofore, in his career of gallantry, 
his failure in this instance was utterly incompre- 
hensible to him, as well as astonishing and madden- 
ing. He could not understand it. Oftentimes in the 
midst of a conversation, at the theatre, at church, 
at the court, anywhere and everywhere, the thought 
of it would suddenly rush into his mind, sweeping 
everything before it, overwhelming him afresh with 
wonder and amazement. And indeed it could not 
be easy for a man who did not believe that such 
an anomaly as a truly virtuous woman ever existed 
— much less a virtuous actress — to understand Isa- 
belle’s firm resistance to the suit of such a rich and 
handsome young nobleman as himself. He some- 
times wondered whether it could be that after all 
she was only playing a part, and holding back for 
a while so as to obtain more from him in the end 
— tactics that he knew were not unusual — but the 
indignant, peremptory way in which she had rejected 
the casket of jewels proved conclusively that no such 
base motives actuated Isabelle. All his letters she 
had returned unopened. All his advances she had 
persistently repulsed ; and he was at his wit’s end to 
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to which she belonged ; so that he should be obliged 
to resort to some stratagem, and would probably 
need the help of several hands to carry it out — adding 
that they were sure of being well paid, for the young 
lord was as generous and open-handed as he was 
wealthy and determined. Thereupon they fell to 
discussing the respective merits of their numerous 
friends and acquaintances — gentlemen of the same 
stamp as themselves — and having decided upon 
four, and determined to keep an eye upon Agostino, 
who seemed a clever rascal and might be of use, 
they called for another bottle of wine. When that 
was finished Jacquemin Lampourde was indisputably 
drunk, and having loyally kept his word, retired, 
unsteadily, to his own quarters in maudlin satisfac- 
tion, accompanied by his friend Malartic, whom he 
had invited to spend the night with him. By this 
time — it was nearly four o'clock in the morning — the 
Crowned Radish was almost deserted, and the master 
of the establishment, seeing that there was no 
prospect of further custom, told his servants to rouse 
up and turn out all the sleepers. 
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and concerting some plan to deliver her into his 
hands while unconscious from the effects of it ; which 
even the unscrupulous young duke indignantly 
rejected. Whereupon, fixing her wicked old eyes 
admiringly upon his handsome face, and apparently 
moved by a sudden inspiration, she said : “But why 
does not your lordship conduct this affair in person? 
why not begin a regular and assiduous courtship in 
the good old style? You are as beautiful as Adonis, 
my lord duke ! You are young, fascinating, power- 
ful, wealthy, a favourite at court, rich in everything 
that is pleasing to the weaker sex ; and there is not 
a woman on earth who could long hold out against 
you, if you would condescend, my lord, to plead your 
own cause with her.” 

“By Jove! the old woman is right,” said Vallom- 
breuse to himself, glancing complacently at the 
reflection of his own handsome face and figure in a 
full-length mirror opposite to him; “Isabelle may 
be virtuous and cold, but she is not blind, and Nature 
has not been so unkind to me that the sight of me 
should inspire her with horror. I can at least hope 
to produce the same happy effect as a fine statue or 
picture, which attracts and charms the eye by its 
symmetry, or its beautiful and harmonious colouring. 
Then, kneeling at her feet, I can softly whisper 
some of those persuasive words that no woman can 
listen to unmoved — accompanied by such passion- 
ately ardent looks that the ice round her heart will 
melt under them and vanish quite away. Not one of 
the loftiest, haughtiest ladies at the court has ever 
been able to withstand them — they have thawed 
the iciest, most immaculate of them all ; and besides, 
it surely cannot fail to flatter the pride of this dis- 
dainful, high-spirited little actress to have a real 
duke actually and openly kneeling at her feet. Yes, 

I will take the old woman’s advice, and pay my court 
to her so charmingly and perseveringly that I shall 
conquer at last — she will not be able to withstand 
me, my sweet Isabelle. And it will be a miracle 
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know what to do next. Finally he concluded to send 
for old Madame Leonardo to come and talk the 
matter over with him ; he had kept up secret rela- 
tions with her, as it is always well to have a spy in 
the enemy’s camp. The duke received her, when she 
came in obedience to his summons, in his own par- 
ticular and favoured room, to which she was con- 
ducted by a private staircase. It was a most dainty 
and luxurious apartment, fitted up with exquisite 
taste, and hung round with portraits of beautiful 
women — admirably painted by Simon Vouet, a cele- 
brated master of that day — representing different 
mythological characters, and set in richly carved 
oval frames. These were all likenesses of the young 
duke’s various mistresses, each one displaying her 
own peculiar charms to the greatest possible advan- 
tage, and having consented to sit for her portrait 
— in a costume and character chosen by the duke — 
as a special favour, without the most remote idea 
that it was to form part of a gallery. 

When the duenna had entered and made her best 
curtsey, the duke condescendingly signed to her to 
be seated, and immediately began to question her 
eagerly about Isabelle — as to whether there were 
any signs yet of her yielding to his suit, and also 
how matters were progressing between her and the 
detested Captain Fracasse. Although the crafty old 
woman endeavoured to put the best face upon every- 
thing, and was very diplomatic in her answers to 
these searching questions, the information that she 
had to give was excessively displeasing to the imperi- 
ous young nobleman, who had much ado to control 
his temper sufficiently to continue the conversation. 
Before he let her go he begged her to suggest some 
plan by which he could hope to soften the obdurate 
beauty — appealing to her great experience in such 
intrigues, and offering to give her any reward she 
chose to claim if she would but help him to succeed. 
She had nothing better to propose, however, than 
secretly administering a strong narcotic to Isabelle, 
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A servant entered to announce that the carriage 
awaited his lordship’s pleasure, and during the short 
drive from his own house to the Rue Dauphine, the 
young duke, despite his arrogant assurance, felt his 
heart beating faster than usual as he wondered how 
Isabelle would receive him. When the splendid car- 
riage, with its four prancing horses and servants in 
gorgeous liveries, drove into the courtyard of the 
hotel where the comedians were stopping, the land- 
lord himself, cap in hand, rushed out to ask the 
pleasure of the lordly visitor; but, rapid as were his 
movements, the duke had already alighted before 
he could reach him. He cut short the obsequious 
host's obeisances and breathless offers of service by 
an impatient gesture, and said peremptorily, 

• “ Mademoiselle Isabelle is stopping here. I wish 
to see her. Is she at home? Do not send to 
announce my visit; only let me have a servant to 
show me the way to her room.” 

*’ My lord, let me have the glory of conducting 
your lordship myself — such an honour is too great 
for a rascally servant — I m) self am not worthy of 
so distinguished a privilege.” 

“As you please,” said Valiombreuse, with haughty 
negligence, “only be quick about it.” 

He followed his guide, who, with many bows and 
apologies, preceded him upstairs, and down a long, 
narrow corridor with doors on either side, like a 
convent, until they reached Isabelle’s room, where 
the landlord paused, and, bowing lower than ever, 
asked what name he should have the honour of 
announcing. 

“You can go, now,” the duke replied, laying his 
hand on the door; “I will announce myself.” 

Isabelle was sitting by the window, diligently 
studying her part in a new play to be shortly put in 
rehearsal, and, at the moment the Duke of Valiom- 
breuse softly entered her chamber, was repeating, in 
a low voice and with closed eyes, the verses she 
was learning by heart — just as a child does its 
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indeed if she has a regret left then for that cursed de 
Sigognac; who shall no longer interfere between my 
love and me — that I swear ! She will soon forget 
him in my arms.” ‘ 

Having dismissed old Madame Ldonarde with a 
handsome gratuity, the duke next summoned his 
valet, Picard, and held an important consultation 
with him, as to his most becoming costumes, finally 
deciding upon a very rich but comparatively plain 
one, all of black velvet; whose elegant simplicity he 
thought would be likely to suit Isabelle’s fastidious 
taste better than any more gorgeous array, and in 
which it must be confessed that he looked adorably 
handsome — his really beautiful face and fine figure 
appearing to the utmost advantage. 

His toilet completed, he sent a peremptory order 
to his coachman to have the carriage, with the four 
bays, ready in a quarter of an hour. When Picard 
had departed on this errand, Vallombreuse began 
pacing slowiy to and fro in his chamber, glancing 
into the mirror each time he passed it with a self- 
satisfied smile. “That proud little minx must be 
deucedly cross-grained and unappreciative,” said he, 
“if she does not perceive how much more worthy I 
am of her admiration than that shabby de Sigognac. 
Oh, yes ! she’ll be sure to come round, in spite of 
her obstinate affectation of such ferocious virtue, and 
her tiresome, Platonic love for her impecunious 
suitor. Yes, my little beauty, your portrait shall 
figure in one of those oval frames ere long. I think 
I’ll have you painted as chaste Diana, descended 
from the sky, despite her coldness, to lavish sweet 
kisses on Endymion. You shall take your place 
among those other goddesses, who were as coy and 
hard to please at first as yourself, and who are far 
greater ladies, my dear, than you ever will be. Your 
fall is at hand, and you must learn, as your betters 
have done before you, that there’s no withstanding 
the will of a Vallombreuse. ‘ Frango nec frangor,’ 
is my motto.” 
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of will, she recalled her failing senses, that she might 
not leave herself entirely defenceless in the power of 
her cruel persecutor. 

“ Can it be possible that I inspire such overwhelm- 
ing horror in your gentle breast, my sweet Isabelle,” 
said Vallombreuse in his most dulcet tones, and with- 
out stirring from his position, “that the mere sight 
of me produces an effect like this? Why, a wild 
beast, crouching to spring upon you from his lair, 
with angry roar and blazing eye-balls, could not 
terrify you more. My presence here may be a little 
sudden and startling, I admit ; but you must not be 
too hard upon one who lives only to love and adore 
you. I knew that I risked your anger when I 
decided to take this step; but I could not exist any 
longer without a sight of you, and I humbly crave 
your pardon if I have offended you by my ardour 
and devotion. I kneel at your feet, fair lady, a 
despairing and most unhappy suppliant for your 
grace and favour.” 

“Rise, my lord, I beseech you,” said the fright- 
ened, trembling girl, speaking with great difficulty 
and in a voice that sounded strange in her own ears ; 
“such a position does not become your rank. I am 
only an actress, and my poor attractions do not 
warrant such homage. Forget this fleeting fancy, I 
pray you, and carry elsewhere the ardour and devo- 
tion that are wasted upon me, and that so many 
great and noble ladies would be proud and happy 
to receive and reward.” 

“What do I care for other women, be they what 
they may? ” cried Vallombreuse impetuously, as he 
rose in obedience to her request ; “ it is your pride 
and purity that I adore, your beauty and goodness 
that I worship; your very cruelty is more charming 
to me than the utmost favour of any other woman 
in the world. Your sweet modesty and angelic loveli- 
ness have inspired in me a passion that is almost 
delirium, and unless you can learn to love me I shall 
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lessons. The light from the window shone full upon 
her beautiful head and face — seen in profile— and 
her lovely figure, thrown back in a negligent attitude 
full of grace and abandon. She made a most bewitch- 
ing picture thus, and with a delicious effect of 
chiaroscuro that would have enchanted an artist — 
it enthralled the young duke. 

Supposing that the intruder who entered so quietly 
was only the chambermaid, come to perform some 
forgotten duty, Isabelle did not interrupt her study 
or look up, but went on composedly with her recita- 
tion. The duke, who had breathlessly advanced to 
the centre of the room, paused there, and stood 
motionless, gazing with rapture upon her beauty. As 
he waited for her to open her eyes and become aware 
of his presence, he sank gracefully down upon one 
knee, holding his hat so that its long plume swept 
the floor, and laying his hand on his heart, in an 
attitude that was slightly theatrical perhaps, but as 
respectful as if he had been kneeling before a queen. 
Excitement and agitation had flushed his pale cheeks 
a little, his eyes were luminous and full of fire, a sweet 
smile hovered on his rich, red lips, and he had never 
looked more splendidly, irresistibly handsome in his 
life. At last Isabelle moved, raised her eyelids, 
turned her head, and perceived the Duke of Vallom- 
breuse, kneeling within six feet of her. If Perseus 
had suddenly appeared before her, holding up 
Medusa’s horrid head, the effect would have been 
much the same. She sat like a statue, motionless, 
breathless, as if she had been petrified, or frozen 
stiff — her eyes, dilated with excessive terror, fixed 
upon his face, her lips parted, her throat parched 
and dry, her tongue paralyzed — unable to move or 
speak. A ghastly pallor overspread her horror- 
stricken countenance, a deathly chill seized upon all 
her being, and for one dreadful moment of supreme 
anguish she feared that she was going to faint 
quite away; but, by a desperate, prodigious effort 
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return or. accept; you must believe me, my lord, for 
I mean every word I say, and I shall never swerve 
from this decision. Even if the virtue and purity that 
I value more highly than life itself were not against 
it, I should still feel myself obliged to decline this 
dangerous honour.” 

“Deign to look upon me with favour and in- 
dulgence, my sweet Isabelle,” continued Vallom- 
breuse, without heeding her words, “and I will 
make you an object of envy to the greatest and 
noblest ladies in all France. To any other woman I 
should say — take what you please of my treasures — 
my chateaux, my estates, my gold, my jewels — dress 
your lackeys in liveries richer than the court cos- 
tumes of princes — have your horses shod with silver 
— live as luxuriously as a queen — make even Paris 
wonder at your lavish splendour if you will—though 
Paris is not easily roused to wonder — but I well 
know that you have a soul far above all such sordid 
temptations as these. They would have no weight 
with you, my noble Isabelle ! But there is a glory 
that may touch you — that of having conquered Val- 
lombreuse — of leading him captive behind your 
chariot wheels — of commanding him as your servant, 
and your slave. Vallombreuse, who has never yielded 
before — who has been the commander, not the com- 
manded — and whose proud neck has never yet bowed 
to wear the fetters that so many fair hands have 
essayed to fasten round it.” 

“Such a captive would be too illustrious for my 
chains,” said Isabelle, firmly, “and as I could never 
consent to accept so much honour at your hands, 
my lord, I pray you to cease, and relieve me of 
your presence.” 

Hitherto the Duke of Vallombreuse had managed 
to keep his temper under control; he had artfully 
concealed his naturally violent and domineering spirit 
under a feigned mildness and humility, but, at 
Isabelle’s determined and continued — though modest 
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die — I cannot live without you. You need not be 
afraid of me,” he added, as Isabelle recoiled when he 
made one step forward, and tried to open the window 
with her trembling' hands, as if she meant to throw 
herself out in case of his coming any nearer; “see, 
I will stay where I am. I will not touch you, not 
even the hem of your garment, so great is my respect 
for you, charming Isabelle ! I do not ask anything 
more than that you will deign to suffer my presence 
here a little longer now, and permit me to pay my 
court to you, lay siege to your heart, and wait 
patiently until it surrenders itself to me freely and of 
its own accord, as it surely will. The most respectful 
lover could not do more.” 

“Spare me this useless pursuit, my lord,” pleaded 
Isabelle, “and I will reward you with the warmest 
gratitude; but love you I cannot, now or ever.” 

“You have neither father, brother, husband, or 
affianced lover,” persisted Vallombreuse, “to forbid 
the advances of a gallant gentleman, who seeks only 
to please and serve you. My sincere homage is surely 
not insulting to you; why do you repulse me so? 
Oh ! you do not dream what a splendid prospect 
would open out before you if you would but yield 
to my entreaties. I would surround you with every- 
thing that is beautiful and dainty, luxurious and 
rare. I would anticipate your every wish; I would 
devote my whole life to your service. The story of 
our love should be more enchanting, more blissful 
than that of Love himself with his delicious Psyche — 
not even the gods could rival us. Come, Isabelle, 
do not turn so coldly away from me, do not persevere 
in this maddening silence, nor drive to despera- 
tion and desperate deeds a passion that is capable 
of anything, of everything, save renouncing 
its adored object, your own sweet, charming 
self!” 

“ But this love, of which any other woman would 
be justly proud,” said Isabelle modestly, “I cannot 
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company; but the hour for rehearsal has struck, and 
we are only waiting for you to begin.” 

He had left the door ajar, and an apparently wait- 
ing group could be discerned without, consisting 
of the pedant, Scapin, Leander, and Zerbine; a 
reassuring and most welcome sight to poor Isabelle. 
For one instant the duke, in his rage, was tempted 
to draw his sword, make a furious charge upon the 
intruding canaille, and disperse them — but a second 
thought stayed his hand, as he realized that the kill- 
ing or wounding of two or three of these miserable 
actdrs would not further his suit ; and besides, he 
could not stain his noble hands with such vile blood 
as theirs. So he put force upon himself and 
restrained his rage, and, bowing with icy politeness 
to Isabelle, who, trembling in every limb, had edged 
nearer to her friends, he made his way out of the 
room ; turning,- however, at the threshold to say, 
with peculiar emphasis, “ Au revoir, mademoiselle ! ” 
— a very simple phrase certainly, but replete with 
significance of a very terrible and threatening nature 
from the way in which it was spoken. His face 
was so expressive of evil passions as he said it that 
Isabelle shuddered, and felt a violent spasm of fear 
pass over her, even though the presence of her 
companions guaranteed her against any further 
attempts at violence just then. She felt the mortal 
anguish of the fated dove, above which the cruel 
kite is circling swiftly in the air, drawing nearer 
with every rapid round. 

The Duke of Vallombreuse regained his carriage, 
which awaited him in the court, followed by the 
obsequious landlord, with much superfluous and 
aggravating ceremony that he would gladly have 
dispensed with, and the next minute the rumble of 
wheels indicated to Isabelle that her dangerous 
visitor had taken his departure. 

That day was destined to be an eventful one. It ' 
will be remembered that Lampourde, the professional 
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and respectful — resistance to his pleading, his anger 
was rapidly rising to boiling point. He felt that 
there was love — devoted love — for another behind 
her persistent rejection of his suit, and his wrath and 
jealousy augmented each other. Throwing aside all 
restraint, he advanced towards her impetuously — 
whereat she made another desperate effort to tear 
open the casement. A fierce frown contracted his 
brow, he gnawed his under lip savagely, and his 
whole face was transformed — if it had been beautiful 
enough for an angel’s before, it was like a demon’s 
now. 

“Why don’t you tell the truth,” he cried, in a loud, 
angry voice, “and say that you are madly in love 
with that precious rascal, de Sigognac? That is the 
real reason for all this pretended virtue that you 
shamelessly flaunt in men’s faces. What is there 
about that cursed scoundrel, I should like to know, 
that charms you so? Am I not handsomer, of higher 
rank, younger, richer, as clever, and as much in 
love with you as he can possibly be? aye, and more — 
ten thousand times more.” 

“ He has at least one quality that you arc lacking 
in, my lord," said Isabelle, with dignity; “he knows 
how to respect the woman he loves.” 

“That’s only because he cares so little about you, 
my charmer 1 ” cried Vallombreuse, suddenly seizing 
Isabelle, who vainly strove to escape from him, in his 
arms, and straining her violently to his breast — 
despite her frantic struggles and agonized cry for 
help. As if in response to it, the door was suddenly 
opened, and the tyrant, making the most deprecating 
gestures and profound bows, entered the room and 
advanced towards Isabelle, who was at once released 
by Vallombreuse, with muttered curses at this most 
inopportune intrusion. 

“I beg your pardon, Mademoiselle,” said H6rode, 
with a furtive glance at the duke, “for interrupting 
you. I did not know that you were in such good 
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had soon reached an exulting mood. Here at last 
was a “foeman worthy of his steel,” and he could 
not resist paying a tribute to the amazing- skill that 
constantly and easily baffled his best efforts, in the 
shape of such extraordinary and original compliments 
that de Sigognac was mightily amused thereby. As 
usual, he was perfectly cool and self-possessed, keep- 
ing control of his temper as well as of his sword — 
though by this time he felt sure that it "was another 
agent of the Duke of Vallombreuse’s he had to deal 
with, and that his life, not his cloak, was the matter 
at stake. At last Lampourde, who had begun to 
entertain an immense respect for his valiant 
opponent, could restrain his curiosity no longer, and 
eagerly asked, “Would it be indiscreet, sir, to 
inquire who was your instructor? Girolamo, Para- 
guante, or C6te d’Acier would have reason to be 
proud of such a pupil. Which one of them was it ? ” 

“My only master was an old soldier, Pierre by 
name,” answered de Sigognac, more and more 
amused at the oddities of the accomplished swords- 
man he was engaged with. “ Stay, take that ! it is 
one of his favourite strokes.” 

“The devil!” cried Lampourde, falling back a 
step. “ I was very nearly done for, do you know ! 
The point of your sword actually went through my 
sleeve and touched my arm — I felt the cold steel ; 
luckify for me it was not broad daylight — I should 
have been winged ; but you are not accustomed, like 
me, to this dim, uncertain light for such work. Ali 
the same, it was admirably well done, and Jac- 
quemin Lampourde congratulates you upon it, sir ! 
Now, pay attention to me — I will not take any mean 
advantage of such a glorious foe as you are, and I 
give you fair warning that I am going to try on you 
my own secret and special thrust — the crowning 
glory of my art, the ‘ ne plus ultra ’ of my science 
— the elixir of my life. It is known only to myself, 
and up to this time has been infallible. I have never" 
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assassin, had received from Mdrindol — acting for the 
Duke of Vallombreuse — a commission to put Captain 
Fracasse quietly out of the way, and accordingly 
that worthy was dodging about on the Pont-Neuf, at 
the hour of sunset, waiting to intercept his intended 
victim, who would necessarily pass that way in re- 
turning to his hotel. Jacquemin awaited his arrival 
impatiently, frequently breathing on his fingers and 
rubbing them vigorously, so that they should not be 
quite numb with the cold when the moment for action 
came, and stamping up and down in ordey to warm 
his half-frozen feet. The weather was extremely cold, 
and the sun had set behind the Pont Rouge, in a 
heavy mass of blood-red clouds. Twilight was 
coming on apace, and already there were only occa- 
sional foot-passengers, or vehicles, to be encountered, 
hurrying along the deserted streets. 

At last de Sigognac appeared, walking very fast, 
for a vague anxiety about Isabelle bad taken posses- 
sion of him, and he was in haste to get back to her. 
In his hurry and preoccupation he did not notice 
Lampourde, who suddenly approached and laid hold 
of his cloak, which he snatched off, with a quick, 
strong jerk that broke its fastenings. Without stop- 
ping to dispute the cloak with his assailant, whom he 
mistook at first for an ordinary footpad, de Sigognac 
instantly drew his sword and attacked him. Lam- 
pourde, on his side, was ready for him, and pleased 
with the baron’s way of handling his weapon, said 
to himself, though in an audible tone, “Now for a 
little fun.” Then began a contest that would have 
delighted and astonished a connoisseur in fencing — 
such swift, lightning-like flashing of the blades," as 
they gave and parried cut and thrust — the clashing 
of the steel, the blue sparks that leaped from the 
contending swords as the fight grew more furious — 
Lampourde keeping up meanwhile an odd running 
' commentary, as his wonder and admiration grew 
momentarily greater and more enthusiastic, and he 
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had soon reached an exulting mood. Here at last 
was a “foeman worthy of his steel,” and he could 
not resist paying a tribute to the amazing skill that 
constantly and easily baffled his best efforts, in the 
shape of such extraordinary and original compliments 
that de Sigognac was mightily amused thereby. As 
usual, he was perfectly cool and self-possessed, keep- 
ing control of his temper as well as of his sword — 
though by this time he felt sure that it'was another 
agent of the Duke of Vallombreuse’s he had to deal 
with, and that his life, not his cloak, was the matter 
at stake. At last Lampourde, who had begun to 
entertain an immense respect for his valiant 
opponent, could restrain his curiosity no longer, and 
eagerly asked, “Would it be indiscreet, sir, to 
inquire who was your instructor? Girolamo, Para- 
guante, or Cote d’Acier would have reason to be 
proud of such a pupil. Which one of them was it? ” 

“My only master was an old soldier, Pierre by 
name,” answered de Sigognac, more and more 
amused at the oddities of the accomplished swords- 
man he was engaged with. “ Stay, take that ! it is 
one of his favourite strokes.” 

“The devil!” cried Lampourde, falling back a 
step. “ I was very nearly done for, do you know ! 
The point of your sword actually went through my 
sleeve and touched my arm — I felt the cold steel ; 
luckily for me it was not broad daylight — I should 
have been winged ; but you are not accustomed, like 
me, to this dim, uncertain light for such work. All 
the same, it was admirably well done, and Jac- 
quemin Lampourde congratulates you upon it, sir ! 
Now, pay attention to me — I will not take any mean 
advantage of such a glorious foe as you are, and I 
give you fair warning that I am going to try on you 
my own secret and special thrust — the crowning 
glory of my art, the ‘ ne plus ultra ’ of my science 
— the elixir of my life. It is known only to myself, 
and up to this time has been infallible. I have never' 
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failed to kill my man with it. If you can parry it 
I will teach it to you. It is my only possession, and 
I will leave it to you if you survive it; otherwise I 
will take my secret to the grave with me. 1 have 
never yet found any one capable of executing it, 
unless indeed it be yourself — admirable, incompar- 
able swordsman that you are ! It is a joy to meet 
such an one. But suppose we suspend hostilities a 
moment to take breath.” 

So saying Jacquemin Lampourde lowered the point 
of his sword, and de Sigognac did the same. They 
stood eyeing each other for a few moments with 
mutual admiration and curiosity, and then resumed 
the contest more fiercely than ever — each man doing 
his best, as he had need to do, and enjoying it. After 
a few passes, de Sigognac became aware that his 
adversary was preparing to give the decisive blow, 
and held himself on his guard against a surprise; 
when it came, delivered with terrible force, he parried 
it so successfully that Lampourde’s sword was 
broken short off in the encounter with his own trusty 
weapon, leaving only the hilt and a few inches of 
the blade in his hand. 

“ If you have not got the rest of. my sword in your 
body,” cried Lampourde, excitedly, “you are a great 
man ! — a hero ! — a god ! ” 

“No,” de Sigognac replied calmly, “it did not 
touch me; and now, if I chose, I could pin you to 
the wall like a bat ; but that would be repugnant to 
me, though you did waylay me to take my life, and 
besides, you have really amused me with "your droll 
sayings.” 

“ Baron,” said Jacquemin Lampourde, calmly, 
“permit me, I humbly pray you, to be henceforth, 
so long as I live, your devoted admirer, your slave, 
your dog 1 I was to be paid for killing you — I even 
received a portion of the money in advance, which I 
have spent. But never mind that ; I will pay it back, 
every penny of it, though I must rob some one else 
to do it.” 
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With these words he picked up de Sigognac’s 
cloak, and having put it carefully, even reverentially, 
over his shoulders, made him a profound obeisance, 
and departed. 

Thus the efforts of the Duke of Vallombreuse, to 
advance his suit and to get rid of his rival, had once 
more failed ignominiously. 



CHAPTER XIII 


ISABELLE AT VALLOMBREUSE 

Isabelle sat for a long - time perfectly motionless 
in a luxurious chamber, sunk in a sad reverie, appar- 
ently entirely oblivious of the glow of light, warmth, 
and comfort that closed her in — glancing up occa- 
sionally at the portrait over the chimney-piece, which 
seemed to be smiling down upon her and promising 
her protection and peace, whilst it more than ever 
reminded her of some dear face she had known and 
loved long ago. After a time, however, her mood 
changed. She grew restless, and rising, began to 
wander aimlessly about the room ; but her uneasiness 
only increased, and finally, in desperation, she re- 
solved to venture out into the corridor and look 
about her, no matter at what risk. Anything would 
be better than this enforced inactivity and suspense. 
She tried the door with a trembling hand, dreading 
to find herself locked in, but it was not fastened, 
and seeing that all was dark outside, she took up a 
small lamp, that had been left burning on a side 
table, and boldly setting forth, went softly down the 
long flight of stairs, in the hope of finding some 
means of exit from the ch&teau on the lower floor. 
At the foot of the stairs she came to a large double 
door, one leaf of which yielded easily when she 
timidly tried to open it, but creaked dolefully as it 
turned on its hinges. She hesitated for a moment, 
fearing that the noise would alarm the servants and 
bring them out to see what was amiss; but no one 
came, and taking fresh courage, she moved on and 
passed into a lofty, vaulted hall, with high-backed, 
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oaken benches ranged against the tapestry-covered 
walls, upon which hung several large trophies of 
arms, and sundry swords, shields, and steel gaunt- 
lets, which caught and flashed back the light from 
her lamp ns she held it up to examine them. The 
air was heavy, chilly, and damp. An awful stillness 
reigned in this deserted hall. Isabelle shivered as 
she crept slowly along, and nearly stumbled against 
a huge table, with massive carved feet, that stood in 
the centre of the tcsselatcd marble pavement. She 
was making for a door, opposite the one by which 
she had entered; but, as she approached it, was 
horror-stricken when she perceived two tall men, 
dad in armour, standing like sentinels, one on either 
side of it. She stopped short, then tried to turn and 
fly, but was so paralyzed with terror that she could 
not stir, expecting every instant that they would 
pounce upon her and take her prisoner, while she 
bitterly repented her temerity in having ventured to 
leave her own room, and vainly wished herself back 
by the cjuict Fireside there. Meanwhile the two dread 
figures stood as motionless as herself— -the silence 
was unbroken. So at last she plucked up courage 
to look more closely at the grim sentinels, and could 
not help smiling at her own needless alarm, when 
she found that they were suits of armour, indeed, but 
without men inside of them — just such as one sees 
standing about in the ancient royal palaces of France. 
Passing them with a saucy glance of defiance, and 
a little triumphant toss of the head, Isabelle entered 
a vast dining room, with tall, sculptured buffets, on 
which stood many superb vessels of gold and silver, 
together with delicate specimens of exquisite Vene- 
tian and Bohemian glass, and precious pieces of fine 
porcelain, fit for a king’s table. Large handsome 
chairs, with carved backs, were standing round the 
great dining-table, and the walls, above the heavy 
oaken wainscot, were hung with richly embossed 
Cordova leather, glowing with warm, bright tints 
and golden arabesques. 
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She did not linger to examine and admire all the 
beautiful things dimly revealed to her by the feeble 
light of her small lamp, but hurried on to the third 
door, which opened into an apartment yet more 
spacious and magnificent than the other two. At 
one end of it was a lordly dais, raised three steps 
above the inlaid floor, upon which stood a splendid 
great arm-chair, almost a throne, under a canopy 
emblazoned with a brilliant coat of arms and sur- 
mounted by a tuft of nodding plumes. Still hurry- 
ing on, Istibelle next entered a sumptuous bed- 
chamber, and, as she paused for an instant to hold 
up her lamp and look about her, fancied that she 
could hear the regular breathing of a sleeper in the 
immense bed, behind the crimson silk curtains which 
were closely drawn around it. She did not dare to , 
stop and investigate the matter, but flew on her way, 
as lightly as any bird, and next found herself in a 
library, where the white busts surmounting the well- 
filled book-cases stared down at her with their hard, 
stony eyes, and made her shudder as she nervously 
sought for an exit, without delaying one moment to 
glance at the great variety of curious and beautiful 
objects scattered lavishly about, which, under any 
ordinary circumstances, would have held her en- 
thralled. 

Running at right angles with the library, and 
opening out of it, was the picture gallery, where the 
family portraits were arranged in chronological order 
on one side, whilst opposite to them was a long row 
of windows, looking into the court. The shutters 
were closed, but near the top of each one was a 
small circular opening, through which the moon 
shone and faintly lighted the dusky gallery, striking 
here and there directly upon the face of a portrait, 
with an indescribably weird and startling effect. It 
required all of Isabelle’s really heroic courage to 
keep on past the long line of strange faces, looking 
down mockingly it seemed to her from their proud 
height upon her trembling form as she glided swiftly 
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by, and she was thankful to find, at the end of the 
gallery, a glass door opening out upon the court. 
It was not fastened, and after carefully placing her 
lamp in a sheltered corner, where no draughts could 
reach it, she stepped out under the stars. It was a 
relief to find herself breathing freely in the fresh, 
pure air, though she was actually no less a prisoner 
than before, and as she stood looking up into the 
clear evening sky, and thinking of her own true 
lover, she seemed to feel new courage and hope 
springing up in her heart. 

In one corner of the court she saw a strong light 
shining out through the crevices in the shutters that 
closed several low windows, and beards sounds of 
revelry from the same direction — the only signs of 
life she had detected about the whole place. Her 
curiosity was excited by them, and she stole softly 
over towards the quarter from' whence they came, 
keeping carefully in the shadow of the wall, and 
glancing anxiously about to make sure that no one 
was furtively watching her. Finding a considerable 
aperture in one of the wooden shutters she peeped 
through it, and saw a party of men gathered around 
a table, eating and drinking and making merry in 
a very noisy fashion. The light from a lamp with 
three burners, which was suspended by a copper 
chain from the low ceiling, fell full upon them, and 
although she had only seen them masked before, 
Isabelle instantly recognized those who had been 
concerned in her abduction. At the head of the table 
sat Malartic, whose extraordinary face was paler 
and nose redder than ever, and at sight of whom the 
young girl shuddered and drew back. When she had 
recovered herself a little, she looked in again upon 
the repulsive scene, and was surprised to see, at the 
other end of the table, and somewhat apart from the 
others, Agostino, the brigand, who had now laid 
aside the long white beard in which he had played 
the part of the old blind beggar so successfully. A 
great deal of loud talking was going on, constantly 
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interrupted by bursts of laughter, but Isabelle could 
not hear distinctly enough through the closed win- 
dow to make out what they were saying. Even if 
she had been actually in the room with them, she 
would have found much of their conversation incom- 
prehensible, as it was largely made up of the extra- 
ordinary slang of the Paris street Arabs and rascals 
generally. From time to time one or other of 
the participants in this orgy seemed to propose a 
toast, whereupon they would all clink their glasses 
together before raising them to their lips, drain 
them at a draught, and applaud vociferously, while 
there was a constant drawing of corks and placing 
of fresh bottles on the table by the servant who was 
waiting upon them. Just as Isabelle, thoroughly 
disgusted with the brutality of the scene before her, 
was about to turn away, Malartic rapped loudly on 
the table to obtain a hearing, and after making a 
proposition, which met with ready and cordial assent, 
rose from his seat, cleared his throat, and began to 
sing, or rather shout, a ribald song, all the others 
joining in the chorus, with horrible grimaces and 
gesticulations, which so frightened poor Isabelle that 
she could scarcely find strength to creep away from 
the loathsome spectacle. 

Before re-entering the house she went to look at 
the drawbridge, with a faint hope that she might 
chance upon some unexpected means of escape, but 
all was secure there, and a little postern, opening on 
the moat, which she discovered near by, was also 
carefully fastened, with bolts and bars strong enough 
to keep out an army. As these seemed to be the 
only means of exit from the chSteau, she felt that 
she was a prisoner indeed, and understood why it 
had not been deemed necessary to lock any of the 
inner doors against her. She walked slowly back to 
the gallery, entered it by the glass door, found her 
lamp burning tranquilly just where she had left it, 
retraced her steps swiftly through the long suite of 
spacious apartments already described and flew up 



Isabelle at Vallombreuse 263 

the grand staircase to her own room, congratulating 
herself upon not having been detected in her wander- 
ings. She put her lamp down in the antechamber, 
but paused in terror on the threshold of the inner 
room, stifling a shriek that had nearly escaped her 
as she caught sight of a strange, wild figure crouch- 
ing on the hearth. But her fears were short-lived, 
for with an exclamation of delight the intruder 
sprang towards her and she saw that it was Chiquita 
— but Chiquita in boy’s clothes. 

“Have you got the knife yet?" said the strange 
little creature abruptly to Isabelle — “the knife with 
three bonny red marks.” 

“Yes, Chiquita, I have it here in my bosom,” she 
replied. “But why do you ask? Is my life in 
danger? " 

“A knife,” said the child with fierce, sparkling 
eyes, “a knife is a faithful friend and servant; it 
never betrays or fails its master, if he is careful to 
give it a drink now and then — for a knife is often 
thirsty, you know.” 

“You frighten me, you naughty child ! ” exclaimed 
Isabelle, much troubled and agitated by theSe 
sinister, extravagant words, which perhaps, she 
thought, might be intended as a friendly warning. 

“Sharpen the edge on the marble of the chimney- 
piece, like this,” continued Chiquita, “ and polish the 
blade on the sole of your shoe.” 

“Why do you tell me all this? cried Isabelle, 
turning very pale. 

“For nothing in particular, only he who would 
defend himself gets his weapons 'ready — that’s all.” 

These odd, fierce phrases greatly alarmed Isabelle, 
yet Chiquita’s presence in her room was a wonderful 
relief and comfort to her. The child apparently 
cherished a warm and sincere affection for her, 
which was none the less genuine because of its 
having arisen from such a trivial incident — for the 
pearl beads were more precious than diamonds to 
Chiquita. She had given a voluntary promise to 
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Her eyes flashed and dilated as she spoke, and 
Isabelle looked at her with growing wonder, not 
unmixed with a vague sensation of fear. 

“ I like much better to stay here, in this heavenly 
quiet, by the fire with you,” continued the child, 
“than down there in all the uproar. You are so 
beautiful that I love to look at you — you are like the 
Blessed Virgin that I have seen shining above the 
altar. Only from afar though, for they always chase 
me out of the churches with the dogs, because I am 
so shabby and forlorn. How white your hand is ! 
Mine looks like a monkey’s paw beside it — and your 
hair is as fine and soft as silk, while mine is all 
rough and tangled. Oh ! I am so horribly ugly — 
you must think so too.” 

“No, my dear child,” Isabelle replied, touched by 
her naive expressions of affection and admiration, “ I 
do not think so. You have beauty too, — you only 
need to make yourself neat and clean to be as pretty 
a little girl as one would wish to see. ” 

“Do you really think so? Are you telling me 
true? I would steal fine clothes if they would make 
me pretty, for then Agostino would love me. ” 

This idea brought a little flush of colour to her 
thin brown cheeks, and for a few minutes she seemed 
lost in a pleasant reverie. 

“Do you know where we are?” asked Isabelle, 
when Chiquita looked up at her again. 

“ In a chateau that belongs to the great seignior 
who has so much money, and who wanted to carry 
you off at Poitiers. I had only to draw the bolt and 
it would have been done then. But you gave me the 
pearl necklace, and I love you, and I would not do 
anything you did not like.” 

“Yet you have helped to carry me off this time,” 
said Isabelle reproachfully. “ Is it because you don’t 
love me any more that you have given me up to my 
enemies? ” 

“ Agostino ordered me, and I had to obey ; be- 
sides, some other child could have played guide to 
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the blind man as well as I, and then I could not 
have come into the chdteau with you, do you see? — 
here I may be able to do something to help you. I 
am brave, active and strong, though I am so small, 
and quick as lightning too — and I shall not let 
anybody harm you.” 

“Is this chateau very far from Paris?” asked 
Isabelle, drawing Chiquita up on her lap. "Did you 
hear any one mention the name of this place? ” 

“Yes, one of them called it — now what was it? ” 
said the child, looking up at the ceiling and absently 
scratching her head, as if to stimulate her memory. 

“Try to remember it, my child!” said Isabelle, 
softly stroking Chiquita’s brown cheeks, which 
flushed with delight at the unwonted caress — no one 
had ever petted the poor child in her life before. 

“I think that it was Val — lorn — breuse,” said 
Chiquita at last, pronouncing the syllables separately 
and slowly, as if listening to an inward echo. “Yes, 
Vallombreuse, I am sure of it now. It is the name 
of the seignior that your Captain Fracasse wounded 
in a duel — he would have done much better if he had 
killed him outright — saved a great deal of trouble 
to himself and to you. He is very wicked, that rich 
duke, though he does throw his gold about so freely 
by the handfuls — just like a man sowing grain. You 
hate him, don’t you? and you would be glad if you 
could get away from him, eh? ” 

“Oh yes, indeed!” cried Isabelle impetuously. 
“ But alas ! it is impossible — a deep moat runs all 
around this ch&teau — the drawbridge is up, the 
postern securely fastened — there is no way of 
escape.” 

“Chiquita laughs at bolts and bars, at high walls 
and deep moats. Chiquita can get out of the best 
guarded prison whenever she pleases, and fly away 
to the moon, right before the eyes of her astonished 
jailer. If you choose, before the sun rises your 
Captain Fracasse shall know where the treasure that 
he seeks is hidden.” 



Isabelle at Vallombreuse 267 

Isabelle was afraid, when she heard these in- 
coherent phrases, that the child was not quite sane, 
but her little face was so calm, her dark eyes so clear 
and steady, her voice so earnest, and she spoke with 
such an air of quiet conviction, that the supposition 
was not admissible, and the strange little creature 
did seem to be possessed of some of the magic power 
she claimed. As if to convince Isabelle that she was 
not merely boasting, she continued, “Let me think a 
moment, to make a plan — don’t speak nor move, 
for the least sound interferes with me — I must listen 
to the spirit.” 

■Chiquita bent down her head, put her hand over 
her eyes, and remained for several minutes perfectly 
motionless ; then she raised her head and without a 
word went and opened the window, clambered up on 
the sill, and gazed out intently into the darkness. 

“Is she really going to take flight? ” said Isabelle 
to herself, as she anxiously watched Chiquita’s 
movements, not knowing what to expect. Exactly 
opposite to the window, on the other side of the 
moat, was an immense tree, very high and old, 
whose great branches, spreading out horizontally, 
overhung the water ; but the longest of them did not 
reach the wall of the chateau by at least ten feet. It 
was upon this tree, however, that Chiquita’s plan 
for escape depended. She turned away from the 
window, drew from her pocket a long cord made of 
horse-hair, very fine and strong, which she carefully 
unrolled to its full length and laid upon the floor; 
then produced from another pocket an iron hook, 
which she fastened securely to the cord. This done 
to her satisfaction, she went to the window again, 
and threw the end of the cord with the hook into the 
branches of the tree. The first time she was unsuc- 
cessful; the iron hook fell and struck against the 
stone wall beneath the casement; but at the second 
attempt the hook caught and held, and Chiquita, 
drawing the cord taut, asked Isabelle to. take hold of 
it and bear her whole weight on it, until the branch 
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was bent as far as possible towards the chateau — 
coming' five or six feet nearer to the window where 
they were. Then Chiquita tied the cord firmly to the 
ornamental iron railing of the tiny balcony, with a 
knot that could not slip, climbed over, and grasping 
the cord with both hands, swung herself off, and 
hung suspended over the waters of the moat far 
below. Isabelle held her breath. With a rapid 
motion of the hands Chiquita crossed the dear space, 
reached the tree safely, and climbed down into it 
with the agility of a monkey. 

“ Now undo the knot so that I can take the cord 
with me,” she said, in a low but very distinct tone of 
voice to Isabelle, who began to breathe freely again, 
“unless, indeed, you would like to follow me. But 
you would be frightened and dizzy, and might fall, 
so you had better stay where you are. Good-bye ! 
I am going straight to Paris, and shall soon be back 
again; I can get on quickly in this bright moon- 
light.” 

Isabelle did as she was bid, and the branch, being 
no longer held by the cord, swung back to its 
original position. In less than a minute Chiquita 
had scrambled down to the ground, and the captive 
soon lost sight of her slender little figure as she 
walked off briskly towards the capital. 

All that had just occurred seemed like a strange 
dream to Isabelle, now that she found herself alone 
again. She remained for some time at the open 
casement, looking at the great tree opposite, and 
trembling as she realized the terrible risk Chiquita 
had run for her sake — feeling warm gratitude and 
tender affection for the wild, incomprehensible little 
creature, who manifested such a strong attachment 
for herself, and a new hope sprang up in her heart as 
she thought that now dc Sigognac would soon know 
where to find her. The cold night air at last forced 
her to close the window, and after arranging the 
curtains over it carefully, so as to show no signs of 
having been disturbed, she returned to her easy- 
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chair by the fire ; and just in time, for she had 
scarcely seated herself when the major-domo entered, 
followed by the two servants, again carrying the 
little table, set for one, with her supper daintily 
arranged upon it. A few minutes earlier and 
Chiquita’s escape would have been discovered and 
prevented. Isabelle, still greatly agitated by all that 
had passed, could not eat, and signed to the servants 
to remove the supper untouched. Whereupon the 
major-domo himself put some bread and wine on a 
small table beside the bed, and placed on a chair near 
the fire a richly trimmed dressing-gown, and every- 
thing that a lady could require in making her toilet 
for the night. Several large logs of wood were piled 
np on the massive andirons, the candles were re- 
newed, and then the major-domo, approaching 
Isabelle with a profound obeisance, said to her that 
if she desired the services of a maid he would send 
one to her. As she made a gesture of dissent he 
Withdrew, after again bowing to her most respect- 
fully. When they had all gone, Isabelle, quite worn 
out, threw herself down on the outside of the bed 
without undressing, so as to be ready in case of any 
sudden alarm in the night; then took out Chiquita’s 
knife, opened it, and laid it beside her. Having 
taken these precautions, she closed her eyes, and 
hoped that she could for a while forget her troubles 
in sleep; but she had been so much excited and 
agitated that her nerves were all quivering, and it 
was long before she even grew drowsy. There were 
so many strange, incomprehensible noises in the 
great, empty house to disturb and startle her ; and in 
her own room, the cracking of the furniture, the 
ticking of a death-watch in the wall near her bed, 
the gnawing of a rat behind the wainscot, the snap- 
ping of the fire. At each fresh sound she started 
up in terror, with her poor heart throbbing as if it 
would' burst out of her breast, a cold perspiration 
breaking out on her forehead, and trembling in 
every limb. At last, however, weary nature had to 
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a smile, “of pushing people to extremity by a too 
obstinate and prolonged resistance. Having lost all 
hope, they stop at nothing — knowing that they 
cannot make matters any worse, whatever they do. 
If you had only been willing to suffer rfte to pay my 
court to you in the regular way, and shown a little 
indulgence to my love, I should have quietly re- 
mained among the ranks of your passionate adorers ; 
striving, by dint of delicate attentions, chivalrous 
devotion, magnificent offerings, and respectful yet 
ardent solicitations, to soften that hard heart of 
yours. If I could not have succeeded in inspiring it 
with love for me, I might at least have awakened in 
it that tender pity which is ‘ akin to love,’ and which 
is so often only its forerunner. In the end, perhaps, 
you would have repented of your cruel severity, and 
acknowledged that j r ou had been unjust towards me. 
Believe me, my charming Isabelle, I should have 
neglected nothing to bring it about.” 

“ If you had employed only honest and honourable 
means in your suit,” Isabelle rejoined, “I should 
have felt very sorry that I had been so unfortunate 
as to inspire an attachment I could not reciprocate, 
and would have given you my warm sympathy, and 
friendly regard, instead of being reluctantly com- 
pelled, by repeated outrages, to hate you instead.” 

“You do hate me then? — you acknowledge it?” 
the duke cried, his voice trembling with rage; but 
he controlled himself, and after a short pause con- 
tinued, in a gentler tone, “Yet I do not deserve it. 
My only wrongs towards you, if any there be, have 
come from the excess and ardour of my love; and 
what woman, however chaste and virtuous, can be 
seriously angry with a gallant gentleman because 
he has been conquered by the power of her adorable 
charms? whether she so desired or not.” 

“Certainly, that is not a reason for dislike or 
anger, my lord, if the suitor does not overstep the 
limits of respect, as all women will agree. But 
when his insolent impatience leads him to commit 
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excesses, and he resorts to fraud, abduction, and 
imprisonment, ns you have not hesitated to do, there 
is no other result possible than an unconquerable 
aversion. Coercion is always and inevitably revolt- 
ing to a nature that has any proper pride or 
delicacy. Love, true love, is divine, and cannot be 
furnished to order, or extorted by violence. Jt is 
spontaneous, and freely given —not to be bought, 
nor yet won by .importunity.” 

“Is an unconquerable aversion then all that I am 
to expect from you?" said Vallombrcusc, who had 
become pale to ghastliness, and been fiercely gnaw- 
ing his under lip while Isabelle was speaking, in her 
sweet, clear tones; which fell on his car like the 
soft chiming of silver bells, and only served to 
enhance his devouring passion. 

“There is yet one means of winning my friend- 
ship and gratitude — be noble and generous, and 
give me back the liberty of which you have deprived 
me. Let me return to my companions, who must 
be anxiously seeking for me, and suffering keenly 
because of their fears for my safety. Let me go and 
resume my lowly life as an actress, before this 
outrageous affair — which may irreparably injure my 
reputation — has become generally known, or my 
absence from the theatre been remarked by the 
public.” 

“How unfortunate it is,” cried the duke, angrily, 
“ that you should ask of me the only thing I cannot 
do for you. If you had expressed your desire for 
an empire, a throne, I would have given it to you — 
or if you had wished for a star, I would have 
climbed up into the heavens to get it for you. But 
here you calmly ask me to open the door of this 
cage, little bird, to which you would never come 
back of your own accord, if I were stupid enough 
to let you go. It is impossible ! I know well that 
you love me so little, or rather hate me so much, 
"that you would never see me again of your own free 
will — that my only chance of enjoying your charm- 
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ing society is to lock you up — keep you my prisoner. 
However much it may cost my pride, I must do it 
— for I can no more live without }'ou than a plant 
without the light. My thoughts turn to you as the 
heliotrope to the sun. Where you are not, all is 
darkness for me. If what I have dared to do is a 
crime, I must make the best of it, and profit by it as 
much as I can — for you would never forgive nor 
overlook it, whatever you may say, now. Here at 
least I have you — I hold you. I can surround }ou 
with my love and care, and strive to melt the ice of 
your coldness by the heat of my passion. Your eyes 
must behold me — your ears must listen to my voice. 
I shall exert an influence over you, if only by the 
alarm and detestation I am so unfortunate as to 
inspire in your gentle breast; the sound of m} r 
footsteps in your antechamber will make you start 
and tremble. And then, besides all that, this cap- 
tivity separates you effectually from the miserable 
fellow you fancy that you love — and whom I abhor ; 
because he has dared to turn your heart away from 
me. I can at least enjoy this small satisfaction, of 
keeping you from him ; and I will not let you go 
free to return to him — you may be perfectly sure of 
that, my fair lady ! ” 

“And how long do you intend to keep me cap- 
tive? — not like a Christian gentleman, but like a 
lawless corsair.” 

“ Until you have learned to love me — or at least 
to say that you have, which amounts to the same 
thing.” 

Then he made her a low bow, and departed, with 
as self-satisfied and jaunty an air as if he had been 
in truth a favoured suitor. Half-an-hour later a 
lackey brought in a beautiful- bouquet, of the rarest 
and choicest flowers, while the stems were clasped 
by a magnificent bracelet, fit for a queen’s wearing. 
A little piece of folded paper nestled among the 
flowers — a note from the duke — and the fair prisoner 
recognized the handwriting as the same in which 
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“ For Isabelle ” was written, on the slip of paper 
that accompanied the casket of jewels at Poitiers. 
The note read as follows : 

“Dear Isabelle — I send you these flowers, 
though I know they will be ungraciously received. 
As they come from me, their beauty and fragrance 
will not find favour in your eyes. But whatever 
may be their fate, even though you only touch them 
to fling them disdainfully out of the window, they 
will force you to think for a moment — if it be but 
in anger — of him who declares himself, in spite of 
everything, your devoted adorer, 

“ Vallombreuse. ” 

This note, breathing of the most specious gal- 
lantry, and tenacity of purpose, did produce very 
much tlie effect it predicted; for it made Isabelle 
exceedingly angry; and, without even once inhaling 
the delicious perfume of the flowers, or pausing for 
an instant to admire their beauty, she flung the 
bouquet, diamond bracelet and all, out into the 
antechamber. Never surely were lovely blossoms so 
badly treated ; and yet Isabelle was excessively fond 
of them ; but she feared that if she even allowed 
them to remain a little while in her room, their 
donor would presume upon the slight concession. 
She had scarcely resumed her seat by the fire, after 
disposing of the obnoxious bouquet, when a maid 
appeared, who had been sent to wait upon her. She 
was a pretty, refined looking girl, but very pale, and 
with an air of deep melancholy — as if she were 
brooding over a secret sorrow. She offered her 
services to Isabelle without looking up, and in a 
low, subdued voice, as if she feared that the very 
walls had ears. Isabelle allowed her to take down 
and comb out her long, silky hair, which was very 
much dishevelled, and to arrange it again as she 
habitually wore it; which was quickly and skilfully 
done. Then the maid opened a wardrobe and took 
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ing society is to lock you up — keep you my prisoner. 
However much it may cost my pride, I must do it 
— for 1 can no more live without you than a plant 
without the light. My thoughts turn to you as the 
heliotrope to the sun. Where you are not, all is 
darkness for me. If what I have dared to do is a 
crime, I must make the best of it, and profit by it as 
much as I can — for you would never forgive nor 
overlook it, whatever you may say. now. Here at 
least I have you — I hold you. I can surround you 
with my love and care, and strive to melt the ice of 
your coldness by the heat of my passion. Your eyes 
must behold me — your ears must listen to my voice. 
I shall exert an influence over you, if only by the 
alarm and detestation I am so unfortunate as to 
inspire in your gentle breast; the sound of my 
footsteps in your antechamber will make you start 
and tremble. And then, besides all that, this cap- 
tivity separates you effectually from the miserable 
fellow you fancy that you love — and whom I abhor; 
because he has dared to turn your heart away from 
me. I can at least enjoy this small satisfaction, of 
keeping you from him ; and I will not let you go 
free to return to him — you may be perfectly sure of 
that, my fair lady ! ” 

“And how long do you intend to keep me cap- 
tive? — not like a Christian gentleman, but like a 
lawless corsair.” 

“ Until you have learned to love me — or at least 
to say that you have, which amounts to the same 
thing.” 

Then he made her a low bow, and departed, with 
as self-satisfied and jaunty an air as if he had been 
in truth a favoured suitor. Half-an-hour later a 
lackey brought in a beautiful- bouquet, of the rarest 
and choicest flowers, while the stems were clasped 
by a magnificent bracelet, fit for a queen’s wearing. 
A little piece of folded paper nestled among the 
flowers — a note from the duke — and the fair prisoner 
recognized the handwriting as the same in which 
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back in obedience to another sign, the hook, thrown 
with unerring aim, caught securely in the iron 
railing of the little balcony. Chiquita tied the other 
end of the cord to the branch to which she was 
clinging, and then began to cross over the interven- 
ing space as before ; but ere she was half-way over, 
the knot gave way, and poor Isabelle for one 
moment of intense agony thought that the child 
was lost. But, instead of falling into the moat 
beneath her, Chiquita, who did not appear to be in 
the least disconcerted by this accident, swung over 
against the wall below the balcony, and climbing up 
the cord hand over hand, leaped lightly into the 
room, before Isabelle had recovered her breath. 
Finding her very pale and tremulous, the child said 
smilingly, “You were frightened, eh? and thought 
Chiquita would fall down among the frogs in the 
moat. When I tied my cord to the branch, I only 
made a slip-knot, so that I could bring it back with 
me. I must have looked like a big spider climbing 
up its thread,” she added, with a laugh. 

“My dear child,” said Isabelle, with much feeling, 
and kissing Chiquita’s forehead, “you are a very 
brave little girl.” 

“I saw your friends. They had been searching 
- and searching for you ; but without Chiquita they 
would never have found out where you were hidden. 
The captain was rushing about like an angry lion — 
his eyes flashed fire — he was magnificent. I came 
back with him. He rode, and held me in front of 
him. He is hidden in a little wood not far off, he 
and his comrades — they must keep out of sight, you 
know. This evening, as soon as it is dark, they will 
try to get in here to you — by the tree, you know. 
There’s sure to be a scrimmage — pistol shots and 
swords clashing — oh ! it will be splendid; for there’s 
nothing so fine as a good fight; when the men are 
in earnest, and fierce and brave. Now don’t you be 
frightened and scream, as silly women do; nothing 
upsets them like that. You must remain perfectly 
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out several beautiful gowns, exquisitely made and 
trimmed, and just Isabelle’s size; but she would not 
even look at them, and sharply ordered that they 
should instantly be put back where they belonged, 
though her own dress was very much the worse for 
the rough treatment it had been subjected to on the 
preceding day, and it was a trial to the sweet, 
dainty creature to be so untidy. But she was deter- 
mined to accept nothing from the duke, no matter 
how long her captivity might last. The maid did 
not insist, but acceded to her wishes with a mild, 
pitying air — just as indulgence is shown, as far as 
possible, to all the little whims and caprices of 
prisoners condemned to death. Isabelle would have 
liked to question her attendant, and endeavour to 
elicit some information from her, but the girl was 
more like an automaton than anything else, and it 
was impossible to gain more than a monosyllable 
from her lips. So Isabelle resigned herself with a 
sigh to her mute ministerings, not without a sort of 
vague terror. 

After the maid had retired, dinner was served as 
before, and Isabelle made a hearty meal — feeling 
that she must keep up her strength, and also hope- 
ful of hearing something in a few hours more from 
her faithful lover. Her thoughts were all of him, 
and as she realized the dangers to which he would 
inevitably be exposed for her sake, her eyes filled 
with tears, and a sharp pang shot through her 
heart. She was angry with herself for being the 
cause of so much trouble, and fain to curse her own 
beauty — the unhappy occasion of it all. She was 
absorbed in these sad thoughts when a little noise, 
as if a hail-stone had struck against the window- 
pane, suddenly aroused her. She flew to the case- 
ment, and saw Chiquita, in the tree opposite, 
signing to her to open it, and swinging back and 
forth the long horse-hair cord, with the iron hook 
attached to it. She hastened to comply with the 
wishes of her strange little ally, and, as she stepped 
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You never shall have me living. Formerly I 
jarded you with indifference, but now I both hate 
id despise you, for your infamous, outrageous and 
■olent behaviour to me, your helpless victim. Yes, 
may as well tell you openly — and I glory in it — 
that I do love the Baron de Sigognac, whom you 
have more than once so basely tried to assassinate, 
through your miserable hired ruffians.” 

The strange noise still kept on, and Isabelle raised 
ter voice to drown it. At her audacious, defiant 
words, so distinctly and impressively enunciated — 
urled at him, as it v. ere — Vallombreuse turned 
Pale, and his eyes flashed ominously; a light foam 
gathered about the corners of his mouth, and he 
aid hold of the handle of his sword. For an instant 
e thought of killing Isabelle himself, then and 
, ere ‘ he could not have her, at least no one else 
ou . But he relinquished that idea almost as 
00n as it occurred to him, and with a hard, forced 
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quiet, and keep out of their way. If you like, I 
will come and stay by you, so that you will not be 
afraid.” 

‘‘Don’t be uneasy about that, Chiquita ! I will 
not annoy my brave friends, who come to save my 
life at the risk of their own, by any foolish fears or 
demonstrations; that I promise you.” 

“That’s right,” the child replied, “and until they 
come, you can defend yourself with my knife, you 
know. Don’t forget the proper way to use it. 
Strike like this, and then do so; you can rip him 
up beautifully. As for me, I’m going to hunt up a 
quiet corner where I can get a nap. No, I can’t 
stay here, for we must not be seen together; it 
would never do. Now do you be sure to keep away 
from that window. You must not even go near it, 
no matter what you hear, for fear they might sus- 
pect that you hoped for help from that direction. If 
they did, it would be all up with us ; for they would 
send out and search the woods, and beat the bushes, 
and find our friends where they lie hidden. The 
whole thing would fall through, and you would have 
to stop here with this horrid duke that you hate so 
much.” 

“I will not go near the window,” Isabelle an- 
swered, “nor even look towards it, however much I 
may wish to. You may depend upon my discretion, 
Chiquita, I do assure you.” 

Reassured upon this important point, Chiquita 
crept softly away, and went back to the lower room 
where she had left the ruffians carousing. They 
were still there — lying about on the benches and the 
floor, in a drunken sleep, and evidently had not 
even missed her. She curled herself up in a corner, 
as far as might be from the loathsome brutes, and 
was asleep in a minute. The poor child was com- 
pletely tired out; her slender little feet had travelled 
eight leagues the night before, running a good part 
of the way, and the return on horseback had perhaps 
fatigued her even more, being unaccustomed to it. 
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and begging her pardon most humbly lor his 
vehemence, endeavoured to persuade her }> by many 
specious arguments, that she was wrong in persist- 
ently turning a deaf ear to his suit— setting forth at 
length, and in glowing words, all the advantages 
that would accrue to her if she would but yield to 
his wishes, and describing the happiness in store for 
her. While he was thus eloquently pleading his 
cause, Isabelle, who had given him only a divided 
attention, thought that she heard a peculiar little 
noise in the direction whence the longed-for aid was 
to come, and fearing that V allombreuse might hear 
it also, hastened to answer him the instant that he 


paused, in a way to vex him still further — for she 
preferred his anger to his love-making. Also, she 
hoped that by quarrelling with him she would be 
able to prevent his perceiving the suspicious little 
sound — now growing louder and more noticeable. 

“The happiness that you so eloquently describe, 
my lord, would be for me a disgrace, which I am 
resolved to escape by death, if all other means fail 
me. You never shall have me living. Formerly I 
regarded you with indifference, but now I both hate 
and despise you, for your infamous, outrageous and 
violent behaviour to me, your helpless victim. Yes, 

I may as well tell you openly — and I glory in it — 
|nat I do love the Baron de Sigognac, whom you 
nave more than once so basely tried to assassinate, 
through your miserable hired ruffians.” 

The strange noise still kept on, and Isabelle raised 
ner voice to drown it. At her audacious, defiant 
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mechanically, and then, finding it impossible to fix 
her attention upon it, threw the volume from her 
and sat idly in front of the fire, which was blazing 
cheerily, thinking of her own true lover, and praying 
that he might be preserved from injury in the im- 
pending struggle. Evening came at last — a servant 
brought in lights, and soon after the major-domo 
announced a visit from the Duke of Vallombreuse. 
He entered at once, and greeted his fair captive 
with the most finished courtesy. He looked very 
handsome, in a superb suit of pearl gray satin, 
richly trimmed with crimson velvet, and Isabelle 
could not but admire his personal appearance, much 
as she detested his character. 

“ I have come to see, my adorable Isabelle, 
whether I shall be more kindly received than my 
flowers," said he, drawing up a chair beside hers. 
“ I have not the vanity to think so, but I want you 
to become accustomed to my presence. To-morrow 
another bouquet, and another visit.” 

" Both will be useless, my lord,” she replied, 
“ though I am sorry to have to be so rude as to say 
so — but I had. much better be perfectly frank with 
you.” 

“Ah, well!” rejoined the duke, with a malicious 
smile, “ I will dispense with hope, and content myself 
with reality. You do not know, my poor child, 
what a Vallombreuse can be — you, who vainly try 
to resist him. He has never yet known what it was 
to have an unsatisfied desire — he invariably gains 
his ends, in spite of all opposition — nothing can 
stop him. Tears, supplication, laments, threats, even 
dead bodies and smoking ruins would not daunt him. 
Do not tempt him too powerfully, by throwing new 
obstacles in his way, you imprudent child ! ” 

Isabelle, frightened by the expression of his 
countenance as he spoke thus, instinctively pushed 
her chair further away from his, and felt for 
Ghiquita’s knife. But the wily duke, seeing that he 
had made a ‘ mistake, instantly changed his tone, 



Isabelle at Vallombreuse 283 

return. The trunk, sawed nearly through by de 
Sigognac and his companions, was guided in its fall 
so, as to make a means of access to Isabelle’s 
window; both bridging the moat, and answering all 
the purposes of a ladder. 

The Duke of Vallombreuse, astonished at this 
most extraordinary intrusion upon his love-making, 
released his trembling victim, and drew his sword. 
Chiquita, who had crept into the room unperceived 
when the crash came, pulled Isabelle’s sleeve and 
whispered, “Come into this corner, out of the way; 
the dance is going to begin.” 

As she spoke, several pistol shots were heard 
without, and four of the duke’s ruffians — who were 
doing garrison duty — came rushing up the stairs, 
four steps at a time, and dashed into the room — 
sword in hand, and eager for the fray. 
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laugh said, as he sprang up and advanced impetu- 
ously towards Isabelle, who retreated before him : 

“Now, by all the devils in hell, I cannot help 
admiring you immensely in this mood. It is a new 
role for you, and you are deucedly charming in it. 
You have got such a splendid colour, and your eyes 
are so bright — you are superb, I declare. I am 
greatly flattered at your blazing out into such 
dazzling beauty on my account — upon my word I 
am. You have done well to speak out openly — I 
hate deceit. So you love de Sigognac, do you? So 
much the better, say I — it will be all the sweeter to 
call you mine. It will be a pleasing variety to press 
ardent kisses upon sweet lips that say ' I hate you,’ 
instead of the insipid, everlasting ‘ I love you,’ that 
one gets a surfeit of from all the pretty women of 
one’s acquaintance.” 

Alarmed at this coarse language, and the. threaten- 
ing gestures that accompanied it, Isabelle started 
back and drew out Chiquita’s knife. 

“Bravo!” cried the duke — “here comes the 
traditional poniard. We arc being treated to a bit 
of high tragedy. But, my fierce little beauty, if you 
are well up in your Roman history, you will remem- 
ber that the chaste Madame Lucrctia did not make 
use of her dagger until after the assault of Sextus, 
the bold son of Tarquin the Proud. That ancient 
and much-cited example is a good one to follow.” 

And without paying any more attention to the 
knife than to a bee-sting, he had violently seized 
Isabelle in his arms before she could raise it to 
strike. 

Just at that moment a loud cracking noise was 
heard, followed by a tremendous, crash, and the 
casement fell clattering to the floor, with every pane 
of glass in it shattered ; as if a giant had put his 
knee against it and broken it in; while a mass of 
branches protruded through the opening into the 
room. It was the top of the tree that Chiquita had 
made such good use of as a way of escape and 
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bounded into the chamber he had quitted. His 
entrance was so sudden, and so swiftly and boldly 
made, that he entirely escaped the pistol shots aimed 
at him, and the bullets all fell harmless. When the 
smoke had cleared away and the “ garrison ” saw 
that he was unhurt, a murmur of astonishment arose, 
and one of the men exclaimed aloud that Captain 
Fracasse — the only name by which they knew him — 
must bear a charmed life; whereupon, Malartic 
cried, “Leave him to me, I’ll soon finish him, and do 
you three keep a strict guard over the window there ; 
for there will be more to follow this one if I am not 
mistaken.” 

But he did not find his self-imposed task as easy 
as he supposed — for de Sigognac was ready for him, 
and gave him plenty to do, though his surprise and 
disappointment were overwhelming when he found 
that Isabelle was nowhere to be seen. 

“Where is she? ” he cried impetuously. “Where 
is Isabelle? I heard her voice in here only a moment 
ago.” 

“Don’t ask me ! ” Malartic retorted. “ You didn’t 
give her into my charge.” And all this time their 
swords were flashing and clashing, as the combat 
between them grew more animated. 

A moment later, before the men had finished 
reloading their pistols, Scapin dashed in through 
the window, throwing a remarkable somersault like 
an acrobat as he came, and seeing that the three 
ruffians had laid down their swords beside them on 
the floor while attending to their other weapons, he 
seized upon them all, ere their owners had recovered 
from their astonishment at his extraordinary advent, 
and hurled diem through the broken casement down 
into the moat. Then, laying hold of one of the three 
from behind, and pinning down his arms securely, 
he placed him in front of himself for a shield- 
turning him dexterously this way and that, in 
order to keep his body always between his own 
and the enemy ; so that they dared not fire upon him 
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THE AMETHYST RING 

The topmost branches of the tree, protruding 
through the window, rendered the centre of the room 
untenable, so Malartic and his three aids ranged 
themselves two and two against the wall on either 
side of it, armed with pistols and swords — ready to 
give the assailants a warm welcome. 

“You had better retire, my lord duke, or else put 
on a mask,” whispered Malartic to the young noble- 
man, “so that you may not be seen and recognized 
in this affair.” 

“What do I care?” cried Vallombreuse, flourish- 
ing his sword. “ I am not afraid of anybody in the 
world — and besides, those who see me will never go 
away from this to tell of it.” 

“But at least your lordship will place this second 
Helen in some safe retreat. A stray bullet might 
so easily deprive your highness of the prize that cost 
so dear — and it would be such a pity.” 

The duke, finding this advice judicious, went at 
once over to where Isabelle was standing beside 
Chiquita, and throwing his arms round her attempted 
to carry her into the next room. The poor girl 
made a desperate resistance, and slipping from the 
duke’s grasp rushed to the window, regardless of 
danger, crying, “ Save me, de Sigognac ! save me ! ” 
A voice from without answered, “I am coming,” 
but, before he could reach the window, Vallombreuse 
had again seized his prey, and succeeded in carry- 
ing her into the adjoining room, closing and bolting 
the stout oaken door behind him just as de Sigognac 
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occasion — services by no means to be despised. As 
to the brave Hdrode, he was doing- good service 
in fighting the rest of the garrison below. They had 
hastened out and crossed the moat in the little row- 
boat as quickly as possible after the alarm was given, 
but arrived too late, as we have seen, to prevent the 
assailants from ascending their strange scaling 
ladder. So they determined to follow, hoping to over- 
take and dislodge some of them. But Herode, who 
had found the upper branches bending and cracking- 
in a very ominous manner under his great weight, 
was forced to turn about and make his way back 
to the main trunk, where, under cover of darkness, 
he quietly awaited the climbing foe. Merindol, who 
commanded this detachment of the garrison, was first, 
and being completely taken by surprise was easily 
dislodged and thrown down into the water below. 
The next one, aroused to a sense of his danger by 
this, pulled out a pistol and fired, but in the agitation 
of the moment, and the darkness, missed his aim, so 
that he was entirely at the tyrant’s mercy, and in an 
instant was held suspended over the deep waters of 
the moat. He clung desperately to. a little branch he 
had managed to lay hold of, and made such a brave 
fight for his life, that Hdrode, who was merciful by 
nature, though so fierce of aspect, decided to make 
terms with him, if he could do so without injuring the 
interests of his own party; and upon receiving a 
solemn promise from him to remain strictly neutral 
during the remainder of the fray, the powerful actor 
lifted him up, with the greatest ease, and seated him 
in safety upon the tree-trunk again. The poor fellow 
was so grateful that he was even better than his 
word, for, making use of the pass-word and giving 
a pretended order from Merindol to the other two, 
who were some distance behind him and ignorant of 
what had happened, he sent them off post-haste to 
attend to an imaginary foe at some distance from the 
chateau ; availing himself of their absence to make 
good his escape, after heartily thanking H6rode for 
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lest they should kill their comrade, who was 
vehemently beseeching them to spare his life, 
and vainly struggling to escape from Scapin’s 
iron grip. 

The combat between de Sigognac and Malartic 
was still going on, but at last, the baron — who had 
already wounded his adversary slightly, and whose 
agony and desperation at being kept from prose- 
cuting his search for Isabelle were intense — wrested 
Malartic’s sword from his grasp, by a dexterous 
manoeuvre with his own, and putting his foot upon it 
as it lay on the floor raised the point of his blade to 
the professional ruffian’s throat, crying “Surrender, 
or you are a dead man ! ” 

At this critical moment another one of the besieg- 
ing party burst in through the window, who, seeing 
at a glance how matters stood, said to Malartic in an 
authoritative tone, "You can surrender without dis- 
honour to this valiant hero — you are entirely at his 
mercy. You have done your duty loyally — now con- 
sider yourself a prisoner of war.” 

Then turning to de Sigognac, he said, “You may 
trust his word, for he is an honourable fellow in his 
way, and will not molest you again — I will answer 
for him.” 

Malartic made a gesture of acquiescence, and the 
baron let him go — whereupon the discomfited bully 
picked up his sword, and with a crest-fallen air 
walked off very disconsolately to a corner, where he 
sat down and occupied himself in staunching -the 
blood that was flowing from his wound. The other 
three men were quickly conquered, and, at the sug- 
gestion of the. latest comer, were securely bound 
hand and foot as they lay upon the floor, and then 
left to reflect upon their misfortunes. 

“They can’t do any more mischief now,” said 
Jacquemin Lampourde, mockingly; for it was that 
famous fighting man in person, who, in his enthusi- 
astic admiration, or rather adoration, for de. Sigog- 
nac, had offered his services on this momentous 
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managed to slip out with Vallombreusc and Isabelle, 
entirely unnoticed by the former, and in the hope of 
being of use to the latter. 

“Where is Isabelle?” cried the baron, as he 
crossed the threshold and looked anxiously round 
the anteroom, which was dimly lighted by one little 
flickering lamp. For a moment he did not perceive 
her; the Duke of Vallombreusc, surprised at the 
sudden opening of the door, which he had believed to 
be securely fastened and impenetrable, had retreated 
into a corner, and placed Isabelle, who was almost 
fainting from terror and exhaustion, behind him. 
She had sunk upon her knees, with her head leaning 
against the wall, her long hair, which had come 
down, falling about her, and her dress in the utmost 
disorder ; for she had struggled desperately in the 
arms of her captor; who, feeling that his fair victim 
was about to escape from his clutches, had vainly 
striven to snatch a few kisses from the sweet lips 
so temptingly near his own. 

“Here she is," said Chiquita, “in this corner, 
behind the’ Duke of Vallombreusc; but, to get to her 
you must first kill him.” 

“Of course I shall kill him,” cried de Sigognac, 
advancing sword in hand towards the young duke, 
who w r as ready to receive him. 

“We shall see about that, Sir Captain Fracasse — 
doughty knight of Bohdmicnnes ! ” said V allom- 
breuse disdainfully, and the conflict began. The 
duke was not de Sigognac’s equal at this kind of 
work, but still he was skilful and brave, and had had 
too much good instruction to handle his sword like 
a broom-stick, as Lampourde expressed it. He stood 
entirely upon the defensive, and ■was exceedingly 
wary and prudent, hoping, as his adversary must be 
already considerably fatigued by his encounter with 
Malartic, that he might be able to get the better of 
him this time, and retrieve his previous defeat. At 
the very beginning he had succeeded in raising a 
small silver whistle to his lips — with his left hand — 
u 
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his clemency. The moon was just rising, and by its 
light the tyrant spied the little row-boat, lying not 
very far off at the foot of a flight of steps in the 
steep bank, and lie was not slow to make use of it 
to cross the moat, and penetrate into the interior 
court of the chateau — the postern having been for- 
tunately left open. Looking about him, to see how 
he could best rejoin his comrades within the building, 
his eyes fell upon the porch guarded by the two huge, 
calm sphinxes, and he wisely concluded that through 
it must lie his way to the scene of action. 

Meantime de Sigognac, Scapin and Lampourde, 
having a chance to look about them, were horrified 
to find that they were prisoners in the room where 
the battle had been fought. In vain they tried to 
burst open the stout oaken door which was their only 
means of egress — for the tree had, but a moment 
before, given way and fallen with a loud crash into 
the moat; in vain they strove to cut through one of 
the panels, or force the lock from its fastenings. To 
de Sigognac this delay was maddening, for he knew 
that the Duke of Vallombreuse had carried Isabelle 
away, and that he must still be with her. He worked 
like a giant himself, and incited the others to 
redouble their efforts ; making battering rams of vari- 
ous pieces of furniture — resorting to every means that 
their ingenuity could devise — but without making the 
least impression on the massive barrier. They had 
paused in dismay, when suddenly a slight, grinding 
noise was heard, like a key turning in a lock, and 
the door, so unsuccessfully attacked, opened as if 
by magic before them. 

“What good angel has come to our aid? ” cried de 
Sigognac; “and by what miracle does this door open 
of itself, after having so stoutly resisted all our 
efforts? ” 

“There is neither angel nor miracle; only Clii- 
quita,” answered a quiet little voice, as the child 
appeared from behind the door, and fixed her great, 
dark, liquid eyes calmly on de Sigognac. She had 
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he was found by de Sigognac, who had effectually 
got rid of Yallombreuse, by the famous and well- 
directed thrust that had thrown Jacquemin Lam- 
pourde into a rapture of admiration and delight. 
He knelt down beside his darling, took both her 
hands in his, and said, in the most tender tones, that 
Isabelle heard vaguely as if in a dream : 

“ Rouse yourself, dear heart, and fear nothing. 
You are safe now, with your own friends, and your 
own* true lover — nobody can harm or frighten you 
again.” 

Although she did not yet open her eyes, a faint 
smile dawned upon the colourless lips, and her cold, 
trembling, little fingers feebly returned the tender 
pressure of de Sigognac’s warm hands. Lampourde 
stood by, and looked down with tearful eyes upon 
this touching group — for he was exceedingly roman- 
tic and sentimental, and always intensely interested 
in a love affair. Suddenly, in the midst of the pro- 
found silence that had succeeded to the uproar of the 
melee, the winding of a horn was heard without, 
and in a moment energetically repeated. It was 
evidently a summons that had to be instantly obeyed ; 
the drawbridge was lowered in haste, with a great 
rattling of chains, and a carriage driven rapidly into 
the court, while the red, flaring light of torches 
flashed through the windows of the corridor. In 
another minute the door of the vestibule was thrown 
open, and hasty steps ascended the grand staircase. 
First came four tall lackeys, in rich liveries, carry- 
ing lights, and directly behind them a tall, noble- 
looking man, who was dressed from head to foot in 
black velvet, with an order shining on his breast — 
of those that are usually reserved for kings and 
princes of the blood, and only very exceptionally 
bestowed, upon the most illustrious personages. 

When the four lackeys reached the landing at the 
head of the stairs, they silently ranged themselves 
against the wall, and stood like statues bearing 
torches; without the raising of an eyelid, or the 
v 2 
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and its shrill summons brought five or six armed 
attendants into the room. 

“Carry away this woman,” he cried, “and put out 
those two rascals. I will take care of the captain 
myself.” 

The sudden irruption of these fresh forces aston- 
ished de Sigognac, and as he saw two of the men lift 
up and carry off Isabelle — who had fainted quite 
away — he was thrown for an instant off his guard, 
and very nearly run through the body by his 
opponent. 

Roused to a sense of his danger, he attacked the 
duke with renewed fury, and with a terrible thrust, 
that made him reel, wounded him seriously in the 
upper part of the chest. 

Meanwhile Lampourde and Scapin had shown the 
duke’s lackeys that it would not be a very easy 
matter to put them out, and were handling them 
rather roughly, when the cowardly fellows, seeing 
that their master was wounded, and leaning against 
the wall, deathly pale, thought that he was done for, 
and although they were fully armed, took to their 
heels and fled, deaf to his feeble cry for assistance. 
Whilst all this was going on, the tyrant was making 
his way up the grand staircase, as fast as his corpu- 
lence would permit, and reached the top just in time 
to see Isabelle, pale, dishevelled, motionless, and 
apparently dead, being borne alone the corridor by 
two lackeys. Without stopping to make any in- 
quiries, and full of wrath at the thought that the 
sweet girl had fallen a victim to the wickedness of 
the cruel Duke of Vallombreuse, he drew his sword, 
and fell upon the two men with such fury that they 
dropped their light burden and fled down the stairs 
as fast as their legs could carry them. Then he 
knelt down beside the unconscious girl, raised her 
gently in his arms, and found that her heart was 
beating, though but feebly, and that she apparently 
had no wound, while she sighed faintly, like a person 
beginning to revive after a swoon. In this position 
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"Where is the Duke of Vallombrcusc? ” he cried 
at last, in a voice of thunder. “Where is that 
monster in human shape, who is unworthy of my 
race?” 

He had recognized, without a possibility of doubt, 
in this ring, the one bearing a fanciful device, with 
which he had been accustomed, long ago, to seal 
the notes he wrote to Cornelia — Isabelle’s mother, 
and his own youthful love. How happened it that 
this ring was on the finger of the young actress, 
who had been forcibly and shamefully abducted by 
Vallombrcusc? From whom could she have received 
it? These questions were torturing to him. 

“Can it be possible that she is Cornelia’s daughter 
and mine?” said the prince to himself. “Her pro- 
fession, her age, her sweet face, in which I can trace 
a softened, beautified likeness of her mother’s, but 
which has a peculiarly high-bred, refined expression, 
worthy of a royal princess, all combine to make 
me believe it must be so. Then, alas ! alas ! it is his 
own sister that this cursed libertine has so wronged, 
and he has been guilty of a horrible, horrible crime. 
Oh ! I am cruelly punished for my youthful folly and 
sin.” 

Isabelle at length opened her eyes, and her first 
look fell upon the prince, holding the ring that he 
had drawn from her finger. It seemed to her as if 
she had seen his face before — but in youth, without 
the gray hair and beard. If seemed also to be an 
aged copy of the portrait over the chimnej'-piece in 
her room, and a feeling of profound veneration filled 
her heart as she gazed at him. She saw, too, her 
beloved de Sigognac kneeling beside her, watching 
her with tenderest devotion ; and the worthy tyrant 
as well — both safe and sound. To the horrors of 
the terrible struggle had succeeded the peace and 
security of deliverance. She had nothing more to 
fear, for her friends or for herself — how could she 
ever be thankful enough? 

The prince, who had been gazing at her with 
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slightest change in the stolid expression of their 
countenances to indicate that they perceived anything 
out of the usual way — exhibiting^ in perfection that 
miraculous imperturbability and self-command which 
is peculiar to well-bred, thoroughly trained men- 
servants. The gentleman whom they had preceded 
paused ere he stepped upon the landing. Although 
age had brought wrinkles to his handsome face, 
and turned his abundant dark hair gray, it was still 
easy to recognize in him the original of the portrait 
that had so fascinated Isabelle, and whose protection 
she had passionately implored in her distress. 

It was the princely father of Vallombreuse — the 
son bearing a different name, that of a duchy he 
possessed, until he in his turn should become the 
head of the family, and succeed to the title of prince. 

At sight of Isabelle, supported by de Sigognac and 
the tyrant, whose ghastly pallor made her look like 
one dead, the aged gentleman raised his arms 
towards heaven and groaned. 

“Alas ! I am too late,” said he, “for all the haste 
I made,” and advancing a few steps he bent over the 
prostrate girl, and took her lifeless hand in his. 
Upon this hand, white, cold and diaphanous, as if it 
had been sculptured in alabaster, shone a ring, set 
with an amethyst of unusual size. The old noble- 
man seemed strangely agitated as it caught his eye. 
He drew it gently from IsabeUe’s slender finger, 
with a trembling hand signed to one of the torch- 
bearers to bring his light nearer, and by it eagerly 
examined the device cut upon the stone ; first holding 
it close to the light and then at arm’s length; as 
those whose eyesight is impaired by age are wont 
to do. The Baron de Sigognac, Heirode and Lam- 
pourde anxiously watched the agitated movements of 
the prince, and his change of expression, as he 
contemplated this jewel, which he seemed to recog- 
nize; and which he turned and twisted between his 
fingers, with a pained look in his face, as if some 
great trouble had befallen him. 
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is the Duke of Vallombreuse? that degenerate son 
who disgraces my old age. ” 

As if in obedience to his father’s call, the young 
duke at that moment appeared upon the threshold of 
the door leading into what had been Isabelle’s apart- 
ment, supported by Malartic. He was frightfully 
pale, and his clinched hand pressed a handkerchief 
tightly upon his wounded chest. He came forward 
with difficulty, looking like a ghost. Only a strong 
effort of will kept him from falling — an effort that 
gave to his face the immobility of a marble mask. He 
had heard the voice of his father, whom, depraved 
and shameless as he was, he yet respected and 
dreaded, and he hoped to be able to conceal his 
wound from him. He bit his lips so as not to cry out 
or groan in his agony, and resolutely swallowed down 
the bloody foam that kept rising and filling his mouth. 
He even took off his hat, in spite of the frightful 
pain the raising of his arm caused him, and stood 
uncovered and silent before his angry parent. 

“Sir,” said the prince, severely, “your misdeeds 
transcend all limits, and your behaviour is such that 
I shall be forced to implore the king to send you to 
prison, or into exile. You are not fit to be at large. 
Abduction — imprisonment — criminal assault. These 
are not simple gallantries; and though I might be 
willing to pardon and overlook many excesses, com- 
mitted in the wildness of licentious youth, I never 
could bring myself to forgive a deliberate and pre- 
meditated crime. Do you know, you monster,” he 
continued, approaching Vallombreuse, and whisper- 
ing in his ear, so that no one else could hear, “do 
you know who this young girl is? this good and 
chaste Isabelle, whom you have forcibly abducted, 
in spite of her determined and virtuous resistance ! 
She is your own sister ! ” 

“May she replace the son you are about to lose,” 
the young duke replied, attacked by a sudden faint- 
ness, and an agony of pain which he felt that he 
could not long endure and live; “but I am not as 
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passionate earnestness, as if her fair face possessed 
an irresistible charm for him, now addressed her in 
low, moved tones : 

“Mademoiselle, will you kindly tell me how you 
came by this ring, which recalls very dear and sacred 
memories to me? Has it been long in your pos- 
session ? ” 

“ I have had it ever since my infancy ; it is the only 
thing that my poor mother left me,” Isabelle replied, 
with gentle dignity. 

“And who was your mother? Will you tell me 
something about her? ” continued the prince, with 
increasing emotion. 

“Her name was Cornelia, and she was an actress, 
belonging to the same troupe that I am a member 
of now.” 

“ Cornelia ! then there is no possible doubt about 
it,” murmured the prince to himself, in great agita- 
tion. “Yes, it is certainly she whom I have been 
seeking all these years — and now to find her thus ! ” 

Then, controlling his emotion, he resumed his 
usual calm, majestic demeanour, and turning back to 
Isabelle, said to her, “Permit me to keep this ring 
for the present; I will soon give it back to you.” 

“ I am content to leave it in your lordship’s hands,” 
the young actress replied, in whose mind the memory 
of a face, that she had seen long years ago bending 
over her cradle, was growing clearer and more 
distinct every moment. 

“Gentlemen,” said the prince, turning to de Sigog- 
nac and his companions, “under any other circum- 
stances I might find your presence here, in my 
chateau, with arms in your hands, unwarranted, but 
I am aware of the necessity that drove you to forcibly 
invade this mansion, hitherto sacred from such scenes 
as this. I know that violence must be met with 
violence, and justifies it; therefore I shall take no 
further notice of what has happened here to-night, 
and you need have no fears of any evil consequences 
to yourselves because of your share in it. But where 



The Amethyst Ring 297 

of Vallombreuse with every possible care and pre- 
caution, and by his father’s command carried him to ' 
his own room and laid him on his own bed — the aged 
prince following, with a face from which grief and 
anxiety had already driven away all traces of anger. 
He saw his race extinct in the death of this son, 
whom he so dearly loved — despite his faults — and 
whose vices he forgot for the moment, remembering 
only his brilliant and lovable qualities. A profound 
melancholy took complete possession of him, as he 
stood for a few moments plunged in a sorrowful 
reverie that everybody respected. 

Isabelle, entirely revived, and no longer feeling at 
all faint, had risen to her feet, and now stood be- 
tween de Sigognac and the tyrant, adjusting, with a 
trembling hand, her disordered dress and dishevelled 
hair. Lampourde and Scapin had retired to a little 
distance from them, and held themselves modestly 
aloof, whilst the men within, still bound hand and 
foot, kept as quiet as possible; fearful of their fate 
if brought to the prince’s notice. At length that aged 
nobleman returned, and breaking the terrible silence 
that had weighed upon all, said, in severe tones, 
“Let all those who placed their services at the 
disposition of the Duke of Vallombreuse, to aid him 
in indulging his evil passions and committing a 
terrible crime, quit this chateau instantly. I will 
refrain from placing you in the hands of the public 
executioner, though you richly deserve it. Go 
now ! vanish ! get ye back to your lairs ! and rest 
assured that justice will not fail to overtake you at 
last.” 

These words were not complimentary, but the 
trembling offenders were thankful to get off so easily, 
and the ruffians, whom Lampourde and Scapin had 
unbound, followed Malartic down the stairs in 
silence, without daring to claim their promised 
reward. When they had disappeared, the prince 
advanced and took Isabelle by the hand, and gently 
detaching her from the group of which she had 
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guilty as you suppose. Isabelle is pure — stainless. 
I swear it, by the God before whom I must shortly 
appear. Death does not lie, and you may believe 
what I say, upon the word of a dying gentleman.” 

These words were uttered loudly and distinctly, so 
as to be heard by all. Isabelle turned her beautiful 
eyes, wet with tears, upon de Sigognac, and read 
in those of her true and faithful lover that he had 
not waited for the solemn attestation, “in extremis,” 
of the Duke of Vallombreuse to believe in the perfect 
purity of her whom he adored. 

“But what is the matter?” asked the prince, 
holding out his hand to his son, who staggered and 
swayed to and fro in spite of Malartic’s efforts to 
support him, and whose face was fairly livid. 

“Nothing, father,” answered Vallombreuse, in a 
scarcely articulate voice, “nothing — only I am 
dying ” — and he fell at full length on the floor, before 
the prince could clasp him in his arms, as he endeav- 
oured to do. 

“ He did not fall on his face,” said Jacquemin Lam- 
pourde, sententiously ; “it’s nothing but a fainting 
fit. He may escape yet. We duellists are familiar 
with this sort of thing, my lord ; a great deal more 
so than most medical men, and you may depend upon 
what I say.” 

“ A doctor ! a doctor ! ” cried the prince, forgetting 
his anger as he saw his son lying apparently lifeless 
at his feet. “ Perhaps this man is right, and there 
may be some hope for him yet. A fortune to whom- 
soever will save my son ! — my only son ! — the last 
scion of a noble race. Go ! run quickly ! What 
are you about there? — don’t you understand me? 
Go, I say, and run as fast as you can ; take the 
fleetest horse in the stable.” 

Whereupon two of the imperturbable lackeys, who 
had held their torches throughout this exciting scene 
without moving a muscle, hastened off to execute 
their master’s orders. Some of his own servants 
now came forward, raised up the unconscious Duke 
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though I cannot reproach myself for my share in 
this disastrous conflict. I do not wish to say any- 
thing to justify <myself in your eyes, at the expense 
of the unhappy Duke of Vallombreuse, but I beg you 
to believe that this quarrel was not of my seeking. 
He persistently threw himself in my way, and I have 
done everything I could to spare him, in more than 
one encounter. Even here it was his own blind fury 
that led to his being wounded. I leave Isabelle, 
who is dearer to me than my own soul, in your 
hands, and shall grieve my whole life long for this 
sad victory ; which is a veritable and terrible defeat 
for me, since it destroys my happiness. Ah ! if only 
I could have been slain myself, instead of your 
unhappy son ; it would have been better and happier 
for me.” 

He bowed with grave dignity to the prince, who 
courteously returned his salute, exchanged a long 
look, eloquent of passionate love and heart-breaking 
regret, with Isabelle, and went sadly down the grand 
staircase, followed by his companions — not however 
without glancing back more than once at the sweet 
girl he was leaving — who, to save herself from fall- 
ing, leaned heavily against the railing of the land- 
ing, sobbing as if her heart would break, and press- 
ing a handkerchief to her streaming eyes. And, so 
strange a thing is the human heart, the Baron de 
Sigognac departed much comforted by the bitter 
grief and tears of her whom he so devotedly loved 
and worshipped. He and his friends went on foot 
to the little wood where they had left their horses 
tied to the trees, found them undisturbed, mounted 
and returned to Paris. 

“What do you think, my lord, of all these won- 
derful events?” said the tyrant, after a long silence, 
to de Sigognac, beside whom he was riding. “ It all 
ends up like a regular tragi-comedy. Who would 
ever have dreamed, in the midst of the m£He, of the 
sudden entrance upon the scene of the grand old 
princely father, preceded by torches, and coming to 
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formed a part, led her over to where he had been 
standing, and kept her beside him. 

“Stay here, mademoiselle,” he said; “your place 
is henceforth by my side. It is the least that you can 
do to fulfil your duty as my daughter, since you are 
the innocent means of depriving me of my son.” 
And he wiped away a tear, that, despite all his efforts 
to control his grief, rolled down his withered cheek. 
Then turning to de Sigognac, he said, with an in- 
comparably noble gesture, 

“ Sir, you are at liberty to withdraw, with your 
brave companions. Isabelle will have nothing to fear 
under her father’s protection, and this chateau will 
be her home for the present. Now that her birth 
is made known it is not fitting that my daughter 
should return to Paris with you. I thank you, 
though it costs me the hope of perpetuating my race, 
for having spared my son a disgraceful action — what 
do I say? An abominable crime.. I would rather 
have a blood-stain on my escutcheon than a dis- 
honourable blot. Since Vallombreuse was infamous 
in his conduct, you have done well to kill him. You 
have acted like a true gentleman, which I am assured 
that you are, in chivalrously protecting weakness, 
innocence and virtue. You are nobly in the right. 
That my daughter’s honour has been preserved 
unstained, I owe to you — and it compensates me for 
the loss of my son — at least my reason tells me that 
it should do so; but the father’s heart rebels, and 
unjust ideas of revenge might arise, which I should 
find it difficult to conquer and set at rest. Therefore 
you had better go your way now, and whatever the 
. result may be I will not pursue or molest you. I 
will try to forget that a terrible necessity turned 
your sword against my son’s life.” 

“My lord," said de Sigognac, with profound 
respect, “ I feel so keenly for your grief as a father, 
that I would have accepted any reproaches, no 
matter how bitter and unjust, from you, without 
one word of protest or feeling of resentment; even 
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heavenly goodness, could forgive me, and look upon 
me without a feeling of horror, the prince, her father, 
would repulse and curse me as the murderer of his 
only son. I was born, alas ! under an unlucky 
star.” 

“Yes, it is all very sad and lamentable, certainly,” 
said the tyrant; “but worse entanglements than this 
have come out all right in the end. You must 
remember that the Duke of Vallombreuse is only 
half-brother to Isabelle, and that they were aware of 
the relationship but for a few minutes before he fell 
dead at our feet; which must make a great differ- 
ence in her feelings. And besides, she hated that 
overbearing nobleman, who pursued her so cruelly 
with his violent and scandalous gallantries. The 
prince himself was far from being satisfied with his 
wretched son — who was ferocious as Nero, dissolute 
as Heliogabalus, and perverse as Satan himself, and 
who would have been hanged ten times over if he 
had not been a duke. Do not be so disheartened ! 
things may turn out a great deal better than you 
think now.” 

"God grant it, my good H^rode,” said de Sigog- 
nac fervently. “But naturally I cannot feel happy 
about it. It would have been far better for all if I 
had been killed instead of the duke, since Isabelle 
would have been safe from his criminal pursuit 
under her father’s care. And then, I may as well 
tell you all, a secret horror froze the veiy marrow in 
my bones when I saw that handsome young man, 
but a moment before so full of life, fire, and passion, 
fall lifeless, pale and stiff at my feet. H<£rode, the 
death of a man is a grave thing, and though I can- 
not suffer from remorse for this one, since I have 
committed no crime, still, all the time I see Vallom- 
breuse before me, lying, motionless and ghastly, with 
the blood oozing slowty from his wound. It haunts 
me. I cannot drive the horrid sight away.” 

“That is all wrong,” said the tyrant, soothingly — 
for the other was much excited — “for you could not 
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put a little wholesome restraint on the too atrociously 
outrageous pranks of his dissolute young son? And 
then the recognition of Isabelle as <his daughter, by 
means of the ring with a peculiar device of his own 
engraved upon it; haven’t you seen exactly the same 
sort of thing on the stage? But, after all, it is not 
so surprising perhaps as it seems at the first glance 
— since the theatre is only a copy of real life. There- 
fore, real life should resemble it, just as the original 
does the portrait, eh? I have always heard that our 
sweet little actress was of noble birth. Blazius and 
old Madame Leonardo remember seeing the prince 
when he was devoted to Cornelia. The duenna has 
often tried to persuade Isabelle to seek out her 
father, but she is of too modest and gentle a nature 
to take a step of that kind; not wishing to intrude 
upon a family that might reject her, and willing to 
content herself in her own lowly position.” 

“Yes, I know all about that,” rejoined de Sigog- 
nac, “for Isabelle told me some time ago her 
mother’s history, and' spoke of the ring ; but without 
attaching any importance to the fact of her illustri- 
ous origin. It is very evident, however, from the 
nobility and delicacy of her nature, without any 
other proof, that princely blood flows in her veins ; 
and also the refined, pure, elevated type of her 
beauty testifies to her descent. But what a terrible 
fatality that this cursed Vallombreuse should turn 
out to be her brother ! There is a dead body between 
us now — a stream of blood separates us — and yet, 
I could not save her honour in any other way. 
Unhappy mortal that I am ! I have myself created 
the obstacle upon which my love is wrecked, and 
killed my hopes of future bliss with the very sword 
that defended the purity of the woman I adore. In 
guarding her I love, I have put her away from me 
for ever. How could I go now and present myself 
to Isabelle with blood-stained hands? Alas ! that 
the blood which I was forced to shed in her defence 
should have been her brother’s. Even if she, in her 
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Even as he spoke the door opened, and the sur- 
geon appeared, followed by an assistant carrying a 
case of instruments. He bowed to the prince, and 
without saying one word went straight to the bed- 
side, felt the patient’s pulse, put his hand over his 
heart, and shook his head despondingly. However, 
to make sure, he drew a little mirror of polished steel 
from his pocket, removed it from its case, and held 
it for a moment over .the parted lips; then, upon 
examining its surface closely, he found that a slight 
dimness was visible upon it. Surprised at this 
unexpected indication of life, he repeated the experi- 
ment, and again the little mirror was dimmed — Isa- 
belle and the prince meantime breathlessly watching 
every movement, and even the expression of the 
doctor’s face. 

“ Life is not entirely extinct,” he said at last, turn- 
ing to the anxious father, as he wiped the polished 
surface of his tiny mirror. “The patient still 
breathes, and as long as there is life there is hope. 
But do not give yourself up to a premature joy that 
might render your grief more bitter afterwards. I 
only say that the Duke of Vallombreuse has not as 
yet breathed his last; that is all. Now, I am going 
to probe the wound, which perhaps is not fatal, as it 
did not kill him at once.” 

“You must not stay here, Isabelle,” said the 
prince, tenderly; “such sights are too trying for a 
young girl like you. Go to your own room now, my 
dear, and I will let you know the doctor’s verdict 
as soon as he has pronounced it.” 

Isabelle accordingly withdrew, and was conducted 
to an apartment that had been made ready for her; 
the one she had occupied being all in disorder after 
the terrible scenes that had been enacted there. 

The surgeon proceeded with his examination, and 
when it was finished said to the prince, “My lord, 
will you please to order a cot put up in that corner 
yonder, and have a light supper sent in for my 
assistant and myself; we shall remain for the night 
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have done otherwise. Your conscience should not 
reproach you. You have acted throughout, from the 
very beginning to the end, like the noble gentleman 
that you are. These scruples are owing to exhaus- 
tion, to the feverishness due to the excitement you 
have gone through, and the chill from the night 
air. We will gallop on swiftly in a moment, to set 
our blood flowing more freely, and drive away these 
sad thoughts of yours. But one thing must be 
promptly done; you must quit Paris, forthwith, and 
retire for a time to some quiet retreat, until all this 
trouble is forgotten. The violent death of the Duke 
of Vallombreuse will make a stir at the court, and 
in the city, no matter how much pains may be taken 
to keep the facts from the public, and, although he 
was not at all popular, indeed very much the reverse, 
there will be much regret expressed, and you will 
probably be severely blamed. But now let us put 
spurs to these lazy steeds of ours, and try to get on 
a little faster.” 

While they are galloping towards Paris, we will 
return to the chateau — as quiet now as it had been 
noisy a little while before. In the young duke’s 
room, a candelabrum, with several branches, stood 
on a round table, so that the light from the candles 
fell upon the bed, where he lay with closed eyes, as 
motionless as a corpse, and as pale. 

Isabelle stood at the foot of the bed, with clasped 
hands, praying with her whole soul for this new- 
found brother, who had expiated his crime with his 
life — the crime of loving too much, which woman 
pardons so easily. 

The prince, who had been for some time holding 
his son’s icy cold hand between both his own, sud- 
denly thought that he could feel a slight warmth in 
it, and not realizing that he himself had imparted 
it, allowed himself to hope again. 

“Will the doctor never come?” he cried, impa- 
tiently; .“something may yet be done; I am per- 
suaded of it,” 
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sorrow for which nothing could console her. Yet, 
now that their relative positions were so changed, 
might not a great happiness be in store for her? 
Did not this very change bring her nearer in reality 
to that true, brave, faithful and devoted lover, 
though for the moment they were parted? As a 
poor nameless actress she had refused to accept his 
offered hand, lest such an alliance should be dis- 
advantageous to him and stand in the way of his 
advancement, but now — how joyfully would she give 
herself to him. The daughter of a great and power- 
ful prince would be a fitting wife for the Baron de 
Sigognac. But if he were the murderer of her 
father’s only son; ah ! then indeed they could never 
join hands over a grave. And even if the young 
duke should recover, he might cherish a lasting 
resentment for the man who had not only dared to 
oppose his wishes and designs, but had also defeated 
and wounded him. As to the prince, good and 
generous though he was, still he might not be able 
to bring himself to look with favour upon the man 
who had almost deprived him of his son. Then, too, 
he might desire some other alliance for his new- 
found daughter — it was not impossible — but in her 
inmost heart she promised herself to be faithful to 
her first and only love; to take refuge in a convent 
rather than accept the hand of any other; even 
though that other were as handsome as Apollo, and 
gifted as the prince of a fairy tale. Comforted by 
this secret vow, by which she dedicated her life and 
love to de Sigognac, whether their destiny should 
give them to each other or keep them asunder, 
Isabelle was just falling into a sweet sleep when a 
slight sound made her open her .eyes, and they fell 
upon Chiquita, standing at the foot of the bed and 
gazing at her with a thoughtful, melancholy air. 

“What is it, my dear child?” said Isabelle, in 
her sweetest tones. “You did not go away with the 
others then ? I am glad ; and if you would like to 
stay here with me, Chiquita, I will keep you and 
x 
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with the Duke of Vallombreuse, and take turns in 
watching him. I must be with him constantly, so 
as to note every symptom ; to combat promptly those 
that are unfavourable, and aid those that are the 
reverse. Your highness may trust everything to me, 
and feel assured that all that human skill and science 
can do towards saving your son’s life shall be faith- 
fully done. Let me advise you to go to your own 
room now and try to get some rest ; I think I may 
safely answer for my patient’s life until the 
morning.” 

A little calmed and much encouraged by this assur- 
ance, the prince retired to his own apartment, where 
every hour a servant brought him a bulletin from 
the sick-room. 

As to Isabelle, lying in her luxurious bed and 
vainly trying to sleep, she lived over again in 
imagination all the wonderful as well as terrible 
experiences of the last two days, and tried to realize 
her new position; that she was now the acknow- 
ledged daughter of a mighty prince, than whom 
only royalty was higher; that the dreaded Duke of 
Vallombreuse, so handsome and winning despite 
his perversity, was no longer a bold lover to be 
feared and detested, but a brother, whose passion, 
if he lived, would doubtless be changed into a pure 
and calm fraternal affection. This chdteau, no longer 
her prison, had become her home, and she was 
treated by all with the respect and consideration due 
to the daughter of its master. From what had 
seemed to be her ruin had arisen her good fortune, 
and a destiny radiant, unhoped-for, and beyond her 
wildest flights of fancy. Yet, surrounded as she 
was by everything to make her happy and content, 
Isabelle was far from feeling so — she was aston- 
ished at herself for being sad and listless, instead 
of joyous and exultant — but the thought of de 
Sigognac, so infinitely dear to her, so far more 
precious than any other earthly blessing, weighed 
upon her heart, and the separation from him was a 
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A FAMILY PARTY 

The next morning found the young Duke of 
Vallombr-eusc still living, though his life hung by 
so slender a thread, that the surgeon, who anxiously 
watched his every breath, feared from moment to 
moment that it might break. He was a learned 
and skilful man, this same Maitre Laurent, who only 
needed some favourable opportunity to bring him 
into notice and make him as celebrated as he de- 
served to be. His remarkable talents and skill had 
only been exercised thus far “in anima vili,” among 
the lower orders of society — whose Jiving or dying 
was a matter of no moment whatever. But now 
had come at last the chance so long sighed for in 
secret, and he felt that the recovery of his illustrious 
patient was of paramount importance to himself. 
The worthy doctor’s pride and ambition were both 
actively engaged in this desperate duel he was fight- 
ing with Death, and he set his teeth and determined 
that the victory must rest with him. In order to 
keep the whole glory of the triumph for himself, he 
had persuaded the prince — not without difficulty — 
to renounce his intention of sending for the most 
celebrated surgeons in Paris, assuring him that he 
himself was perfectly capable to do all that could be 
done, and pleading that nothing was more danger- 
ous than a change of treatment in such a case as 
this. Maitre Laurent conquered, and feeling that 
there was now no danger of his being pushed into 
the background, threw his whole heart and strength 
into the struggle ; yet many times during that 

X 2 30/ 
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care for you tenderly; as is justly due to you, my 
dear, for you have done a threat deal for me.” 

“1 love you dearly,” answered Cliiquitn, “but 1 
cannot stay with von while Agostinn lives; he is my 
master, 1 must follow him. Hut 1 have one favour 
to beg' before 1 leave you ; if you think that 1 have 
earned the pearl necklace now, will sou kiss me? 
No one ever did but you, and it was so sweet.” 

“ Indeed I will, and with all my heart,” said 
Isabelle, taking the child’s thin face between her 
hands and kissing her warmly on her brown cheeks, 
which flushed crimson under the soft caress. 

"And now, good-bye!" said Chiquita, when after 
a few moments of silence she had resumed her usual 
calm. She turned quickly away, but, catching sight 
of the knife she had given Isabelle, which lay upon 
the dressing-table, she seized it eagerly, saying. 
“ Hive me hack my knife now ; you will not need it 
any more,” and vanished. 
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prepared to trickle slowly into the mouth. As it 
reached the -throat there was a spasmodic contrac- 
tion that gave Maitre Laurent an instant of intense 
anxiety — but it was only momentary, and the re- 
mainder of the dose was swallowed easily and with 
almost instantaneous effect. A slight tinge of colour 
showed itself in the pallid cheeks, the eyelids 
trembled and half unclosed, and the hand that had 
lain inert and motionless upon the counterpane 
stirred a little. Then the young duke heaved a deep 
sigh, and opening his eyes looked vacantly about 
him, like one awakening from a dream, or returning 
from those mysterious regions whither the soul 
takes flight when unconsciousness holds this mortal 
frame enthralled. Only a glance, and the long 
eyelashes fell again upon the pale cheeks — but a 
wonderful change had passed over the countenance. 

“I staked everything on that move,” said Maitre 
Laurent to himself, with a long breath of relief, 
“and I have won. It was either kill or cure — and 
it has not killed him. All glory be to HSsculapius, 
Hygeia and Hippocrates ! ” 

At this moment a hand noiselessly put aside the 
hangings over the door, and the venerable head of 
the prince appeared — looking ten years older for the 
agony and dread of the terrible night just passed. 

“How is he, Maitre. Laurent?” he breathed, in 
broken, scarcely audible tones. 

The surgeon put his finger to his lips, and with 
the other hand pointed to the young duke’s face — 
still raised a little on the pillows, and no longer 
wearing its deathlike look; then, with the light step 
habitual with those who are much about the sick, he 
went over to the prince, still standing on the 
threshold, and drawing him gently outside and a-way 
from the door, said in a low voice, “Your highness 
can see that the patient’s condition, so far from 
growing worse, has decidedly improved. Certainly 
he is not out of danger yet — his state is very critical 
— but unless some new- and totally unforeseen com- 
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anxious night he feared that his patient’s life was 
slipping away from his detaining grasp, and almost 
repented him of having assumed the entire responsi- 
bility. But with the morning came encouragement, 
and as the watchful surgeon stood at the bedside, 
intently gazing upon the ghastly face on the pillow', 
he murmured to himself, 

“No, he will not die — his countenance has lost , 
that terrible look that had settled upon it last even- 
ing when I first saw him — his pulse is stronger, his 
breathing free and natural. Besides, he must live — 
his recovery will make my fortune. I must and will 
tear him out of the grim clutches of Death — fine, 
handsome, young fellow that he is, and the heir and 
hope of his noble family — it will be long ere his 
tomb need be made ready to receive him. He will 
help me to get away from this u’retched little village, 
where I vegetate ignobly, and eat my heart out day 
by day. Now for a bold stroke ! — at the risk ol 
producing fever — at all risks — I shall venture to 
give him a dose of that wonder-w'orking potion of 
mine.” Opening his case of medicines, he took out 
several small vials, containing different preparations 
— some red as a ruby, others green as an emerald 
— this one yellow as virgin gold, that bright and 
colourless as a diamond — and on each one a small 
label bearing a Latin inscription. Maitre Laurent, 
though he was perfectly sure of himself, carefully 
read the inscriptions upon those he had selected 
several times over, held up the tiny vials one after 
another, where a ray of sunshine struck upon them, 
and looked admiringly through the bright trans- 
parent liquids they contained — then, measuring with 
the utmost care a few drops from each, compounded 
a potion after a secret recipe of his own; which he 
made a mystery of, and refused to impart to his 
fellow practitioners. Rousing his sleeping assistant 
he ordered him to raise the patient’s head a little, 
whilst, with a small spatula, he pried the firmly set 
teeth apart sufficiently to allow the liquid he had 



A Family Party 31 1 

occasion of her bold exploring expedition the first 
night after her arrival at the chateau. Everything 
looked very different now — the bright sunshine was 
pouring in at the windows, and large fires of juniper, 
and other sweet-smelling woods, had completely 
done away with the damp, chilly, heavy atmosphere 
that pervaded the long-disused rooms when she was 
in them before. In the splendid dining-room she 
found a table sumptuously spread, and her father 
already seated at it, in his large, high-backed, richly 
carved chair, behind which stood two lackeys, in 
superb liveries. As she approached him she made a 
most graceful curtsey, which had nothing in the 
least theatrical about it, and would have met with 
approbation even in courtly circles. A servant was 
holding the chair destined for her, and with some 
timidity, but no apparent embarrassment, she took 
her seat opposite to the prince. She was served 
with soup and wine, and then with course after 
course of delicate, tempting viands; but she could 
not eat — her heart was too full — her nerves were 
still quivering, from the terror and excitement of 
the preceding day and night. She was dazzled and 
agitated by this sudden change of fortune, anxious 
about her brother, now lying at the point of death, 
and, above all, troubled and grieved at her separa- 
tion from her lover — so she could only make a pre- 
tence of dining, and played languidly with the food 
on her plate. 

“You are eating nothing, my dear comtesse,” said 
the prince, who had been furtively watching her; “I 
pray you try to do better with this bit of partridge 
I am sending you.” 

At this title of comtesse, spoken as a matter of 
course, and in such a kind, tender tone, Isabelle 
looked up at the prince with astonishment written 
in her beautiful, deep blue eyes, which seemed to 
plead timidly for an explanation. 

“Yes, Comtesse de Lineuil; it is the title which 
goes with an estate I have settled on you, my dear 
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plication should arise, which 1 shall use every effort 
to prevent, I think that we can pull him through, 
and that he will be able to enjoy life again as if he 
had never been hurt." 

The prince’s care-worn face brightened and his 
fine eyes hashed at these hopeful words; he stepped 
forward to enter the sick-room, but Maitre Laurent 
respectfully opposed his doing so. 

“ Permit me, my lord, to prevent your approaching 
your son’s bedside just now — doctors arc often very’ 
disagreeable, you know, and have to impose trying 
conditions upon those to whom their patients arc 
dear. I beseech you not to go near the Duke of 
Vallombrcuse at present. Your beloved presence 
might, in the excessive!}’ weak and exhausted con- 
dition of my patient, cause dangerous agitation. 
Any strong emotion would be instantly fatal to him, 
his hold upon life is still so slight. Perfect tran- 
quillity is his only safety. If all goes well — as I 
trust and believe that it will — in a few days he will 
have regained his strength in a measure, his wound 
will be healing, and you can probably be with him 
as much as you like, without any fear of doing him 
harm. I know that this is very' trying to your high- 
ness, but, believe me, it is necessary to your son’s 
well-being.” 

The prince, very much relieved, and yielding readily 
to the doctor’s wishes, returned to his own apartment ; 
where he occupied himself with some religious read- 
ing until noon, when the major-domo came to 
announce that dinner was on the table. 

“Go and tell my daughter, the Comtesse Isabelle 
dc Lineuil — such is the title by which she is to be 
addressed henceforth — that I request her to join me 
at dinner,” said the prince to the major-domo, who 
hastened off to obey this order. 

Isabelle went quickly down the grand staircase 
with a light step, and smiled to herself as she 
passed through the noble hall where she had been 
so frightened by the two figures in armour, on the 
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gazed upon Isabelle’s sweet face the joy predomi- 
nated, and he smiled very lovingly upon the new 
comtesse, as he began to talk to her of long past 
days. 

“Doubtless, my beloved child, in the midst of the 
strange events that have brought us together, in 
such an odd, romantic, almost supernatural manner, 
the thought has suggested itself to your mind, that 
during all the years that have passed since your 
infancy I have not sought you out, and that chance 
alone has at last restored the long-lost child to her 
neglectful father. But you are so good and noble 
that I know you would not dwell upon such an 
idea, and I hope that you do not so misjudge me as 
to think me capable of such culpable neglect, now 
that you are getting a little better acquainted with 
me. As you must know, your mother, Cornelia, 
was excessively proud and high-spirited. 'She 
resented every affront, whether intended as such or 
not, with extraordinary violence, and when I was 
obliged, in spite of my most heartfelt wishes, to 
separate myself from her, and reluctantly submit to 
a marriage that I could not avoid, she obstinately 
refused to allow me to provide for her main- 
tenance in comfort and luxury, as well as for you 
and your education. All that I gave her, and 
settled on her, she sent back to me with the 
most exaggerated disdain, and inexorably refused to 
receive again. T could not but admire, though I so 
deplored, her lofty spirit, and proud rejection of 
every benefit which I desired to confer upon her, 
^nd T left in the hands of a trusty agent, for her, the 
deeds of all the landed property and houses I had 
destined for her, as well as the money and jewels — 
so that she could at an}' time reclaim them, if she 
would — hoping that she might see fit to change her 
mind when the first flush of anger was over. But. 
to my great chagrin, she persisted in her refusal 
of everything, and changing her name, fled from 
Paris into the provinces ; where she was said to have 
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child, and which has long been destined for you. 
The name of Isabelle alone, charming though it be, 
is not suitable for my daughter.” 

Isabelle, yielding to the impulse of the moment — 
as the servants had retired and she was alone with 
her father — rose, and going to his side, knelt down 
and kissed his hand, in token of gratitude for his 
delicacy and generosity. 

“Rise, my child,” said he, very tenderly, and 
much moved, “and return to your place. What I 
have done is only just. It calls for no thanks. I 
should have done it long ago if it had been in my 
power. In the terrible circumstances that have 
reunited us, my dear daughter, I can see the finger 
of Providence, and through them I have learned 
your worth. To your virtue alone it is due that a 
horrible crime was not committed, and I love and 
honour you for it; even though it may cost me the 
loss of my only son. But God will be merciful and 
preserve his life, so that he may repent of haA'ing so 
persecuted and outraged the purest innocence. 
Maitre Laurent, in Avhom I have every confidence, 
gives me some hope this morning ; and when I 
looked at Vallombreuse — from the threshold of his 
room only — I could see that the seal of death was 
no longer upon his face.” 

They Avere interrupted by the servants, bringing 
in water to wash their fingers, in a magnificent 
golden boAvl, and this ceremony haA'ing been duly 
gone through Avith, the prince threw down his nap- 
kin and led the way into the adioining salon, sign- 
ing to Isabelle to folloAv him. He seated himself in 
a large arm-chair in front of the blazing wood fire, 
-md bidding Isabelle place herself close beside him, 
took her hand tenderly betAveen both of his, and 
looked long and searchingly at this loA'ely young 
daughter, so strangely restored to him. There Avas 
much of sadness mingled with the joy that shone 
in his eyes, for he Avas still very anxious about his 
son, whose life was in such jeopardy; but as he' 
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up as my daughter should be — but when you 
were born I did not dream of our parting. As 
years rolled on new anxieties tortured me. 1 knew 
that you would be beautiful, and how much you 
would have to suffer from the dissolute men who 
hover about all young and pretty actresses — my 
blood- would boil as I thought of the insults and 
affronts to which you might be subjected, and from 
which I was powerless to shield you — no words can 
tell what I suffered. Affecting a taste for the theatre 
that I did not possess, I never let an opportunity 
pass to see every company of players that I could 
hear of — hoping to find you at last among them. 
But although I saw numberless young actresses, 
''bout your age, not one of them could have been 
you, my dear child — of that I was sure. So at last 
I abandoned the hope of finding my long-lost 
daughter, though it was a bitter trial to feel that I 
must do so. The princess, my wife, had died three 
years after our marriage, leaving me only one child 
— Vallombreuse — whose ungovernable disposition has 
always given me much trouble and anxiety. A few 
days ago, at Saint Germain, I heard some of the 
courtiers speak in terms of high praise of H^rode’s 
troupe, and what they said made me determine to 
go and see one of their representations without 
delay, while my heart beat high with a new hope — 
for they especially lauded a young actress, called 
Isabelle; whose graceful, modest, high-bred air they 
declared to be irresistible, and her acting everything 
that could be desired — adding that she was as virtu- 
ous as she was beautiful, and that the boldest liber- 
tines respected her immaculate purity. Deeply 
agitated by a secret presentiment, I hastened back 
to Paris, and went to the theatre that very night. 
There I saw you, my darling, and though it would 
seem to be impossible for even a father’s eye to 
recognize, in the beautiful young woman of twenty, 
the babe that he had kissed in its cradle, and had 
never beheld since, still I knew you instantly — the 
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joined a roving band of comedians. Soon after that 
I was sent by my sovereign on several foreign 
missions that kept me long away from France, and 
1 lost all trace of her and you. In vain were all my 
efforts to find you both, until at last I heard that she 
was dead. Then I redoubled my diligence in the 
search for my little motherless daughter, whom I 
had so tenderly loved; but all in vain. No trace of 
her could I find. I heard, indeed, of many children 
among these strolling companies, and carefully 
investigated each case that came to my knowledge; 
but it always ended in disappointment. Several 
women, indeed, tried to palm off their little girls 
upon me as my child, and I had to be on my guard 
against fraud ; but I never failed to sift the matter 
thoroughly, even though I knew that deceit was 
intended, lest I should unawares reject the dear little 
one I was so anxiously seeking. At last I was 
almost forced to conclude that you too had perished ; 
yet a secret intuition always told me that you were 
still in the land of the living. 1 used to sit for hours 
and think of how sweet and lovely’ you were in 
infancy; how your little rosy fingers used to play’ 
with and pull my long moustache — which was black 
then, my dear — when I leaned over to kiss you in 
your cradle — recalling all your pretty, engaging little 
baby tricks, remembering how fond and proud I 
was of you, and grieving over the loss that I seemed 
to feel more and more acutely as the years went on. 
The birth of my son only made me long still more 
intensely for you, instead of consoling me for y'our 
loss, or banishing you from my memory, and when 
I saw him decked with rich laces and ribbons, like 
a royal babe, and playing with his jewelled rattle, I 
would think with an aching heart that perhaps at 
that very moment my dear little daughter was suffer- 
ing from cold and hunger, or the unkind treatment 
of those who had her in charge. Then I regretted 
deeply that I had not taken you away from your 
mother in the very beginning, and had you brought 
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past any possibility of doubt, what my heart had 
told me, when first my eyes beheld you in the 
theatre.'’ 

“ I pray you to believe, dear lord and father," 
answered Isabelle, “that I have never accused you 
of anything, nor considered myself neglected. 
Accustomed from my infancy to the roving life of the 
troupe I was with, 1 neither knew nor dreamed of 
an} - other. The little knowledge that I had of the 
world made me realize that 1 should be wrong in 
wishing to force myself upon an illustrious family, 
obliged doubtless by powerful reasons, of which I 
knew nothing, to leave me in obscurity. *lhe con- 
fused remembrance I had of my origin sometimes 
inspired me — when I was very young — with a certain 
pride, and I would say to myself, when I noticed 
the disdainful air with which great ladies looked 
down upon us poor actresses, 1 also am of noble 
birth. But I outgrew those fancies, and only pre- 
served an invincible self-respect, which I have always 
cherished. Nothing in the world would have induced 
^nc to dishonour the illustrious blood that flows in 
ro y veins. The disgraceful license of the coulisses, 
und the loathsome gallantries lavished upon all 
sctresses, even those who are not comely, disgusted 
me from the first, and 1- have lived in the theatre 
almost as if in a convent. The good old pedant 
has been like a watchful father to me, and as for 
Herode, he would have severely chastised any one 
who dared to touch me with the tip of his finger, 
0r even to pronounce a vulgar word in my presence. 
Although thev are only obscure actors, they arc 
very honourable, worthv men, and I trust you will 
be good enough to help them if they ever and them- 
selves in need of assistance. I owe it partly to them 
that I can lift my forehead for your kiss without a 
blush of shame, and proudly declare myself worth} , 
so far as purltv is concerned, to be your daugnter. 
My only regret is to have beer, the innoyent craw 
o: the misfortune that has overtaken the dime. your 
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very moment you came in sight — and I perceived, 
with a heart swelling with happiness and thankful- 
ness, that you were all that I could wish. Moreover, 
1 recognized the face of an old actor, who had been 
1 knew in the troupe that Cornelia joined when she 
fled from Paris, and I resolved to address myself first 
to him ; so as not to startle you by too abrupt a 
disclosure of my claims upon you. Hut when I sent 
the next morning to the hotel in the Rue Dauphine, 
I learned that Herodo’s troupe had just gone to give 
a representation at a chfttcau in the environs of 
Paris, and would be absent three days. I should 
have endeavoured to wait patiently for their return, 
had not a brave fellow, who used to be in my service, 
and has my interest at heart, come to inform me that 
the Duke of Vallombrcuse, being madly in love with 
a young actress named Isabelic, who resisted his 
suit with the utmost firmness and determination, 
bad arranged to gain forcible possession of her in 
the course of the day's journey — the expedition into 
the country being gotten up for that express purpose 
— that he had a band of hired ruffians engaged to 
carry out his nefarious purpose and bring his 
unhappy victim to this chfiteau — and that he had 
come to warn me, fearing lest serious consequences 
should ensue to my son, as the young actress would 
be accompanied by brave and faithful friends, who 
were armed, and would defend her to the death. 
This terrible news threw me into a frightful state 
of anxiety and excitement. Feeling sure, as I did, 
that you were my own daughter, I shuddered at the 
thought of the horrible crime that I might not be 
in time to prevent, and without one moment’s delay 
set out for this place — suffering such agony by the 
way as I did not like even to think of. You were 
already delivered from danger when I arrived, 
as you know, and without having suffered any- 
thing beyond the alarm and dread — which must 
have been terrible indeed, my poor child 1 And 
then, the amethyst ring on your finger confirmed, 
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consolation in the knowledge that his son had not 
been attacked and wounded by an adversary of low 
origin; there was nothing compromising in a duel 
between equals, and he drew a deep breath of relief 
at thought of it, 

“And pray, what is the real name of this valiant 
champion?” smilingly asked the prince, with a 
roguish twinkle in his dark eyes — " this dauntless 
knight, and brave defender of innocence and 
puritv 1 ” 

“ Me is the Baron de Sigognae,” Isabelle replied 
blushingly, with a slight trembling perceptible in her 
sweet, low voice. “ I reveal his name fearlessly to 
you, my dear father, for you arc both too just and too 
generous to visit upon his head the disastrous con- 
sequences of a victory that he deplores." 

“De Sigognae? ” said the prince. “ I thought that 
ancient and illustrious family was extinct. Is he not 
from Gascony? ” 

“Yes; his home is in the neighbourhood of Dax." 

“ Exactly- — and the de Sigognaes have an appro- 
priate coat of arms — three golden storks on an azure 
field. Yes, it is as I said, an ancient and illustrious 
family- — one of the oldest and most honourable in 
1' ranee. Palamide de Sigognae figured gloriously in 
the first crusade. A Raimbaud de Sigognae, the 
father of this young man without doubt, was the 
devoted friend and companion of Henry IV., in his 
youth, but was not often seen at court in later years. 

It was said that he was embarrassed financially, I 
remember.” 

“ So much so, that when our troupe sought refuge 
of a stormy night under his roof, we found his son 
living in a half-ruined chateau, haunted by bats and 
owls, where his youth was passing in sadness and 
misery. We persuaded him to come away with us, 
fearing that he would die there of starvation and 
melancholy — but I never saw misfortune so bravely 
borne.” 

“Poverty is no disgrace,” said the prince, “and 
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son. I could have wished to enter your famity, my 
dear father, under more favourable auspices.” 

“You have nothing to reproach yourself with, my 
sweet child, for you could not divine these mysteries, 
which have been suddenly disclosed by a combination 
of circumstances that would be considered romantic 
and improbable, even in a novel ; and my joy at find- 
ing you as worthy in every way to be my beloved and 
honoured daughter, as if you had not lived amid all 
the dangers of such a career, makes up for the pain 
and anxiety caused by the illness and danger of my 
son. Whether he lives or dies, I shall never for one 
moment blame you for anything in connection with 
his misfortune. In any event, it was your virtue and 
courage that saved him from being guilty of a crime 
that I shudder to contemplate. And now, tell me, 
who was the handsome young man among your 
liberators who seemed to direct the attack, and who 
wounded Vallombreuse? An actor doubtless, though 
it appeared to me that he had a very noble bear- 
ing, and magnificent courage.” 

“ Yes, my dear father,” Isabelle replied, with a 
most lovely and becoming blush, “he is an actor, a 
member of our troupe ; but if I may venture to betray 
his secret, which is already known to the Duke of 
Vallombreuse, I will tell you that the so-called 
Captain Fracasse conceals under his mask a noble 
countenance, as indeed you already know, and under 
his theatrical pseudonym, the name of an illustrious 
family.” 

“True ! ” rejoined the prince, “I have heard some- 
thing about that already. It would certainly have 
been astonishing if an ordinary, low-born actor had 
ventured upon so bold and rash a course as running 
counter to a Duke of Vallombreuse, and actually 
entering into a combat with him ; it needs noble blood 
for such daring acts. Only a gentleman can conquer 
a gentleman, just as a diamond can only be cut by a 
diamond.” 

The lofty pride of the aged prince found much 
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the better having taken place ; and that Maitrc 
Laurent considered the great danger past — believing 
that his recovery was now only a question of time. 

A few days later, Vallombreuse, propped up on 
his pillows, received a visit from his faithful and 
devoted friend, the Chevalier de \ idalinc, whom he 
4 had not been permitted to see earlier. The prince 
was sitting by the bedside, affectionately watching 
every hitting expression on liis son’s face, which was 
pathetically thin and pale, but handsomer than ever ; 
because the old haughty, fierce look had vanished, 
and a soft light, that had never been in them before, 
shone in his beautiful eyes, whereat his father’s heart 
rejoiced exceedingly. Isabelle stood at the other 
side of the bed, and the young duke had clasped his 
thin, startlingly white fingers round her hand. As 
he was forbidden to speak, save in monosyllables — 
because of his injured lung — he took this means of 
testifying his sympathy with her, who had been the 
involuntary cause of his being wounded and in 
danger of losing his life, and thus made her under- 
stand that he cherished no resentments. The affec- 
tionate brother had replaced the fiery lover, and his 
illness, in calming his ardent passion, had con- 
tributed not a little to make tlic transition a less 
difficult one than it could possibly have been other- 
wise. Isabelle was now for him really and only the 
Comtessc de Lineuil, his dear sister. He nodded in 
a friendly way to Vidalinc, and disengaged his hand 
for a moment from Isabelle’s to give it to him — it 
was all that the doctor would allow — but his eyes 
were eloquent enough to make up for his enforced 
silence. 

In the course of a few weeks, Vallombreuse, who 
had gained strength rapidly, was able to leave his 
bed and recline upon a lounge near the open window ; 
so as to enjoy the mild, delightful air of spring, 
that brought colour to his cheeks and light to his 
eyes. Isabelle was often with him, and read aloud 
for hours together to entertain him ; as Maitre 
Y 
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any noble house that has preserved its honour 
unstained may rise again from its ruins to its ancient 
height of glory and renown. But why did not the 
young baron apply to some of his father’s old friends 
in his distress? or lay his case before the king, who 
is the natural refuge of all loyal gentlemen under 
such circumstances?” 

“ Misfortunes such as his arc apt to breed timidity, 
even with the bravest,” Isabelle replied, “and pride 
deters many a man from betraying his misery to the 
world. When the Baron de Sigognac consented to 
accompany us to Paris, he hoped to find some oppor- 
tunity there to retrieve his fallen fortunes ; but it has 
not presented itself. In order not to be an expense 
to the troupe, he generously and nobly insisted upon 
taking the place of one of the actors, who died on the 
way, and who was a great loss to us. As he could 
appear upon the stage always masked, he surely <lid 
not compromise his dignity' by it.” 

“ Under this theatrical disguise, I think that, with- 
out being a sorcerer, I can detect a little bit of 
romance, eh?” said the prince, with a mischievous 
smile. “But I will not inquire too closely; I know 
how good and true you are well enough not to take 
alarm at any respectful tribute paid to your charms. 
I have not been with you long enough yet as a father, 
my sweet child, to venture upon sermonising.” 

As lie paused, Isabelle raised her lovely eyes, in 
which shone the purest innocence and the most 
perfect loyalty, to his, and met his questioning gaze 
unflinchingly. The rosy flush which the first mention 
of de Sigognac’s name had called up was gone, and 
her countenance showed no faintest sign of embar- 
rassment or shame. In her pure heart the most 
searching looks of a father, of God himself, could 
have found nothing to condemn. Just at this point 
the doctor's assistant was announced, who brought 
a most favourable report from the sick-room. He 
was charged to tell the prince that his son’s condition 
was eminently satisfactory — a marked change for 
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the modest and courteous firmness with which you 
rejected my homage. The more decidedly you re- 
pulsed me, the more I felt that you were worthy of 
my adoration. Anger and admiration succeeded each 
other in my heart, and even in my most violent 
paroxysms of rage I always respected you. I 
descried the angel in the woman, and bowed to the 
ascendency of a celestial purity. Now I am happy 
and blessed indeed ; for I have in you precisely what 
I needed, without knowing it — this pure affection, 
free from all earthly taint — unalterable — eternal. 1 
possess at last the love of a soul.” 

‘*Yes, my dear brother, it is yours,” Isabelle 
replied; “and it is a- great source of happiness to 
me that I am able to assure you of it. You have in 
me a devoted sister and friend, who will love you 
doubly to make up for the years we have lost — above 
all, now that you have promised me to correct the 
faults that have so grieved and alarmed our dear 
father, and to exhibit only the good qualities of 
which you have plenty.” 

“Oh! you little preacher,” cried ValJombreuse, 
with a bright, admiring smile; “how you take 
advantage of my weakness. However, it is perfectly 
true that I have been a dreadful monster, but I really 
do mean to do better in future — if not for love of 
virtue itself, at least to avoid seeing my charming 
sister put on a severe, disapproving air, at some 
atrocious escapade of mine. Still, I fear that I shall 
always be Folly, as you will be Reason.” 

“ If you will persist in paying me such high- 
flown compliments,” said Isabelle, with a little 
shrug of her pretty shoulders, “I shall certainly 
resume the reading, and you will have to listen 
to a long story that the corsair is just about to relate 
to the beautiful princess, his captive, in the cabin 
of his galley.” 

“ Oh, no ! surely I do not deserve such a severe 
punishment as that. Even at the risk of appearing 
garrulous, I do so want to talk a little. That con- 
v 2 
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Laurent’s orders were strict that he should not talk, 
even yet, any more than was actually necessary. One 
day, when Isabelle had finished a chapter in the 
volume from which she was reading to him, and was 
about to begin another, he interrupted her, and said, 
“ My dear sister, that book is certainly very amusing, 
and the author a man of remarkable wit and talent ; 
but I must confess that I prefer your charming con- 
versation to your delightful reading. Do you know, 
I would not have believed it possible to gain so much, 
in losing all hope of what I desired more ardently 
than I had ever done anything in my whole life 
before. The brother is very much more kindly treated 
than the suitor — are you aware of that? You are 
as sweet and amiable to the one as you were severe 
and unapproachable to the other. I find in this calm, 
peaceful affection, charms that I had never, dreamed 
of, and you reveal to me a new side of the feminine 
character, hitherto utterly unknown to me. Carried 
away by fiery passions, and irritated to madness by 
any opposition, I was like the wild huntsman of the 
ancient legend, who stopped for no obstacle, but rode 
recklessly over everything in his path. I looked upon 
whatever beautiful woman I was in pursuit of as my 
legitimate prey. I scouted the very idea of failure, 
and deemed myself irresistible. At the mention of 
virtue, I only shrugged my shoulders, and I think 
I may say, without too much conceit, to the only 
woman I ever pursued who did not yield to me, that 
I had reason not to put much faith in it. My mother 
died when I was a mere baby; you, my sweet sister, 
were not near me, and I have never known, until 
now, all the purity, tenderness, and sublime courage 
of which your sex is capable. I chanced to see you. 
An irresistible attraction, in which, perhaps, the 
unknown tie of blood had its influence, drew me to 
you, and for the first time in my life a feeling of 
respect and esteem mingled with my passion. Your 
character delighted me, even when you drove me to 
despair. I could not but secretly approve and admire 
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“ Heaven forbid 1 that would be carrying austerity 
too far indeed. 1 pray you never to mention it again, 
if you have any regard for my peace of mind. And 
now tell me, my sweet little sister, what do you think 
oi my dear friend, the Chevalier de Yidalinc? does 
not he seem to be possessed of every qualification 
necessary to make a good husband ? ” 

“Doubtless, and the woman that he marries will 
have a right to consider herself fortunate — but how- 
ever charming and desirable your friend may be, my 
dear Vallombreuse, 1 shall never be that woman.” 

“Well, let him pass, then — but tell me what you 
think of the Marquis de I’Estang who came to see 
me the other day, and gazed spell-bound at my lovely 
sister all the time he was here. He was so over- 
whelmed by your surpassing grace, so dazzled by 
your exquisite beaut)', that he was struck dumb, and 
when he tried to pay you pretty compliments, did 
nothing but stammer and blush. Aside from this 
timidity, which made him appear to great dis- 
advantage, and which your ladyship should readily 
excuse, since you yourself were the cause of it, the 
marquis is an accomplished and estimable gentleman. 
He is handsome, young, of high birth and great 
wealth. He would do capitally for my fair sister, 
and is sure to address himself to the prince — if indeed 
he has not already done so — as an aspirant to the 
honour of an alliance with her.” 

“As I have the honour of belonging to this illus- 
trious family,” said Isabelle a little impatiently, 
for she was exceedingly annoyed by this banter, 
“too much humility would not become me, therefore 
I will not say that I consider myself unworthy of 
such an alliance; but, if the Marquis de 1’Estang 
should ask my hand of my father, I would refuse 
him. I have told you, my dear brother, more than 
once, that I do not wish to marry — and you know 
it too — so pray don’t tease me any more about it.” 

“ Oh ! what a fierce, determined, little woman is 
this' fair sister of mine. Diana herself was not more 
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founded doctor lias kept me mute long: enough in all ' 
conscience, and 1 am tired to death of having the 
seal of silence upon my lips, like a statue of Jlarpo- 
erntes.” 

“But 1 am afraid you may do yourself harm; 
remember that your wound is scarcely healed yet, 
and the injured lung is still very irritable. Maitre 
Laurent laid such stress upon my reading to you, so 
that you should keep quiet, and give your chest a 
good chance to get strong and well again." 

“Maitre Laurent doesn’t know what he's talking 
about, and only wants to prolong his own importance 
to me. My lungs work as well as ever they did. 1 
feel perfectly myself again, and I’ve a great mind 
to order my horse and go for a canter in the forest.” 

“You had better talk than do such a wildly 
imprudent thing as that ; it is certainly less dan- 
gerous.” 

“ 1 shall very soon be about again, my sweet little 
sister, and then I shall have the pleasure of intro- 
ducing you into the society suitable to your rank — 
where your incomparable grace and beauty will create 
a sensation, and bring crowds of adorers to your 
feet. From among them you will be able to select 
a husband, eh? ” 

“ I can have no desire to do anything of that kind, 
Vallombrcusc, and pray do not think this the foolish 
declaration of a girl who would be very sorry to be 
taken at her word. I am entirely in earnest, I do 
assure you. I have bestowed my hand so often in the 
last act of the pieces I have played that I am in no 
hurry to do it in reality. I do not wish for anything 
better than to remain quietly here with the prince 
and yourself.” 

“ But, my dear girl, a father and brother will not 
always content you — do not think it ! Such affec- 
tion cannot satisfy the demands of the heart for 
ever. ” 

“ It will be enough for me, however, and if some 
day they fail me, I can take refuge in a convent.” 
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sister, of course the rivalry between him and de 
'Sigognac could no longer exist; but, on the other 
hand, it was difficult to imagine that such a 
haughty, vindictive character as the young duke’s 
could have forgotten or forgiven, the ignominy of 
his first defeat at the baron’s hands, and still less of 
the second more disastrous encounter. Although 
their relative positions were changed, Vallombreuse, 
in his heart, would doubtless always hate de Sigog- 
nac — even if he had magnanimity enough to forgive 
him, it could scarcely be expected that he should also 
love him, and be willing to welcome him as a 
•member of his family. No, all hope of such a 
reconciliation must be abandoned. Besides, she 
feared that the prince, her father, would never be 
able to regard with favour the man who had im- 
perilled the life of his only son. These sad thoughts 
threw poor Isabelle into a profound melancholy, 
which she in vain endeavoured to shake off. As long 
as she considered that her position as an actress 
would be an obstacle to de Sigognac, she had reso- 
lutely repelled the idea of a marriage with him, but 
now that an unhoped-for, undreamed-of stroke of 
destiny had heaped upon her all the good things 
that heart could desire, she would have loved to 
reward, with the gift of her hand, and fortune, the 
faithful lover who had addressed her when she was 
poor and lowly — it seemed an actual meanness, to 
her generous spirit, not to share her prosperity with 
the devoted companion of her misery. But all that 
she could do was to be faithful to him — for she dared 
not say a word in his favour, either to the prince or 
to Vallombreuse. 

Very soon the young duke was well enough to 
join his father and sister at meals, and he manifested 
such respectful and affectionate deference to the 
prince, and such an ingenuous and delicate tender- 
ness towards Isabelle, that it was evident he had, 
in spite of his apparent frivolity, a mind and char- 
acter very superior to what one would have expected 
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inaccessible, in the forests and valleys of Haemus — 
yet, if the naughty mythological stories may be 
believed, she did at last smile upon a certain Endy- 
mion. You are vexed, because I casually propose 
some suitable candidates for the honour of your 
hand; but you need not be, for, if they do not please 
you, we will hunt up one who will.” 

“ I am not vexed, my dear brother, but you are 
certainly talking far too much for an invalid, and 
I shall tell Maitre Laurent to reprimand you, or 
not permit you to have the promised bit of fowl 
for your supper.” 

“ Oh ! if that’s the case, I will desist at once,” 
said Vallombreuse, with a droll air of submission, 
“for I’m as hungry as an ogre — but rest assured of 
one thing, my charming sister ! No one shall select 
your husband but myself.” 

To put an end to this teasing, Isabelle began to 
read the corsair’s long story, without paying any 
attention to the indignant protests that were made, 
and Vallombreuse, to revenge himself, finally closed 
his eyes and pretended to be asleep ;• which feigned 
slumber soon became real, and Isabelle, perceiving 
that it was so, put aside her book and quietly stole 
away. 

This conversation, in which, under all his mis- 
chievous banter, the duke seemed to have a definite 
and serious purpose in view, worried Isabelle very 
much, in spite of her efforts to banish it from her 
mind. Could it be that Vallombreuse was nursing 
a secret resentment against de Sigognac? He had 
never once spoken his name, or referred to him in 
any way, since he was wounded bv him ; and was he 
trying to place an insurmountable barrier between 
his sister and the baron, by bringing about her 
marriage with another? or was he simply trying to 
find out whether the actress, transformed to a 
countess, had changed in sentiments as well as in 
rank? Isabelle could not answer these -questions 
satisfactorily to herself. As she was the duke’s 
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who has realty learned to love me, 1 am too divinely 
happy. I do not even feel my wound any more. I 
don’t believe that I ever was wounded. And now 
for a gallop, for I'm sure that our good father is 
wearying for us at home.” 

In spite of Isabelle’s remonstrances he put spurs 
to his horse, and she could not restrain hers when 
its companion bounded forward, so off they went at 
a swift pace, and never drew rein until they reached 
the chateau. As he lifted his sister down from her 
saddle, Vallombreusc said, “Now, after to-day’s 
achievement, I can surely be treated like a big boy, 
and get permission to go out by myself.” 

“What! you want to go away and leave us 
already ? and scarcely well yet, you bad boy ! ” 

“Even so, my sweet sister; 1 want to make a little 
journey that will take several days,” said Vallom- 
breuse negligently. 

Accordingly, the very next morning he departed, 
after having taken an affectionate leave of the 
prince, his father; who did not oppose his going, as 
Isabelle had confidently expected, but seemed, on the 
contrary, to approve of it heartily. After receiving 
many charges to be careful and prudent, from his 
sister, which he dutifully promised to remember and 
obey, the young duke bade her good-bye also, and 
said, in a mysterious, yet most significant way, “Au 
revoir, my sweet little sister, you will be pleased 
with what I am about to do.” And Isabelle sought 
in vain for the key to the enigma. 
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to find in such a licentious, ungovernable youth as 
he had been, and which gave promise of an honour- 
able and useful manhood. Isabelle took her part 
modestly — but with a very sweet dignity, that sat 
well upon her — in the conversation at the table, and 
in the salon, and her remarks were so to the point, 
so witty, and so apropos, that the prince was aston- 
ished as well ns charmed, and grew daily more proud 
of and devoted to his new treasure; finding a happi- 
ness and satisfaction he had longed for all his life 
in the affection and devotion of his children. 

At last Vallombreusc was pronounced well enough 
to mount his horse, and go for a ride in the forest — 
which he had long been sighing for — and Isabelle 
gladly consented to bear him company. They looked 
a wonderfully handsome pair, as they rode leisurely 
through the leafy arcades. But there was one very 
marked difference between them. The young man’s 
countenance was radiant with happiness and smiles, 
but the girl’s face was clouded over with an abiding 
melancholy. Occasionally her brother’s lively sallies 
would bring a faint smile to her sweet lips, but they 
fell back immediately into the mournful droop that 
had become habitual with them. Vallombreuse 
apparently did not perceive it — though in reality he 
was well aware of it, and of its cause — and was 
full of fun and frolic. 

“ Oh 1 what a delicious thing it is to live," he 
cried, "yet how seldom we think of the exquisite 
enjoyment there is in the simple act of breathing,” 
and he drew a long, deep breath, as if he never could 
get enough of the soft , balmy' ait. “ The trees 
surely were never so green before, the slcy so blue, 
or the flowers so fragrant. I feel as if I had been 
born into the world only yesterday, and was looking 
upon nature for the first time to-day. I never appre- 
ciated it before. When I remember that 1 might 
even now be lying, stiff and stark, under a fine 
marble monument, and that instead of that I am 
riding through an elysium, beside my darling sister, 
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and, believing that my brother is dead, does not 
dare to approach me. It must be that chimerical 
obstacle that stands in his way — otherwise lie would 
surely have tried to see me a pa in — or at least have 
written to me. Perhaps I ought to have sent him 
word that Vallombrcusc had recovered ; vet how 
could I do that? A modest woman shrinks from 
even seeming to wish to entice her absent lover back 
to her side. How often I think that I should be far 
happier if I could have remained ns I was — an 
obscure actress ; then I could at least have had the 
bliss of seeing him every day, and of enjoying in 
peace the sweetness of being loved by such a noble, 
tender heart ns his. Despite the touching affection 
and devotion that my princely father lavishes upon 
me, I feel sad and lonely in this magnificent chdteau. 
If Vallombrcusc were only here his society would 
help to pass the time; but he is staying away so 
long — and I try in vain to make out what he meant 
when he told me, with such a significant smile, as 
he bade me adieu, that I would be pleased with what 
he was about to do. Sometimes I fancy that I do 
understand ; but I dare not indulge myself with such 
blissful thoughts for an instant. If I did, and were 
mistaken after all, the disappointment would be too 
cruel — too heart-rending. But, if it only could be 
true ! ah 1 if it only might ! I fear I should go mad 
with excess of joy.” 

The young Comtessc de Lineuil was still absorbed 
*n sad thoughts when a tall lackey appeared, and 
nsked if she would receive his lordship, the Duke of 
Vallombreuse, who had just arrived at the ch&teau 
nnd desired to speak with her. 

“Certainly, I shall be delighted to see him, she 
said in glad surprise ; “ ask him to come to me at 
once.” 

In a few minutes — which had seemed like hours 
to Isabelle — the young duke made his appearance, 
with beaming eves, rosv cheeks, light, elastic s ep, 
and that air of glorious health and vigour which had 
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‘ HYMEN ! OH HYMEN ! ’ 

Isabelle, accustomed to Chiquita’s odd, enig- 
matical ways, had refrained from questioning her — 
waiting to ask for explanations until the poor girl 
should have become more quiet, and able to give 
them. She could see that some terrible catastrophe 
must have occurred, which had left all her nerves 
quivering, and caused the strong shudders that 
passed over her in rapid succession; but the child 
had rendered her such good service, in her own 
hour of need, that she felt the least she could do was 
to receive and care for the poor little waif tenderly, 
without making any inquiries as to her evidently 
desperate situation. After giving her in charge to 
her own maid, with orders that she should be 
properly clothed, and made thoroughly comfortable 
in every way, Isabelle resumed her reading — or 
rather tried to resume it; but her thoughts would 
wander, and after mechanically turning- over a few 
pages in a listless way, she laid the book down, 
beside her neglected embroidery, on a little table at 
her elbow. Leaning her head on her hand, and 
closing her eyes, she lapsed into a sorr.owful reverie 
— as, indeed, she had done of late many times every 
day. 

“Oh! what has become of de Sigognac? ” she 
said to herself. “Where can he be? and does he 
still think of me, and love me as of old? Yes, I am 
sure he does; he will be true and faithful to me so 
long as he lives, my brave, devoted knight ! I fear 
that he has gone back to his desolate, old chdteau, 
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In a few minutes — which had seemed like hours 
to Isabelle — the young duke made his appearance, 
with beaming eves, rosy cheeks, light, elastic step, 
and that air of glorious health and vigour which had 
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distinguished him before his illness. He threw 
down his broad felt hat as he came in, and, hasten- 
ing to his sister’s side, took her pretty white hands 
and raised them to his lips. 

“Dearest Isabelle,” he cried, “I am so rejoiced to 
see you again ! I was obliged to stay away from 
you much longer than I wished, for it is a great 
deprivation to me now not to be with you every day 
— I have gotten so thoroughly into the habit of 
depending upon your sweet society. But I have 
been occupied entirely with your interests during my 
absence, and the hope of pleasing my darling sister, 
and adding to her happiness, has helped me to 
endure the long separation from her.” 

“The way to please me most, as you ought to 
have known,” Isabelle replied, "was to stay here at 
home quietly with your father and me, and let us 
take care of you, instead of rushing off so rashly— 
with your wound scarcely healed, or your health fully 
re-established — on some foolish errand or other, that 
you were not willing to acknowledge.” 

“Was I ever really wounded, or ill?” said 
Vallombreuse, laughingly. “Upon my word I had 
forgotten all about it. Never in my life was I 
in better health than at this moment, and my little 
expedition has done me.no end of good. But you, 
my sweet sister, are not looking as well as when I 
left you ; you have grown thin and pale. What is 
the matter? I fear that you find your life here at the 
chateau very dull. Solitude and seclusion are not at 
all the thing for a beautiful young woman, I' know. 
Reading and embroidery are but melancholy pas- 
times at best, and there must be moments when even 
the gravest, most sedate of maidens grows weary' of 
gazing out upon the stagnant -waters of the moat, 
and longs to look upon the face of a handsome 
young knight.” 

“Oh! what an unmerciful tease you are', Vallom- 
breuse, and how you do love to torment me with 
these strange fancies of yours. You forget that I 
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have had the society of the prince, who is so kind 
and devoted to me, and who abounds in wise and 
instructive discourse.” 

Yes, there is no doubt that our worthy father 
is a most learned and accomplished gentleman, 
onoured and admired at home and abroad ; but his 
pursuits and occupations arc too grave and weighty 
or you to share, my dear little sister, and I don’t 
'vant to see your youth passed altogether in such a 
solemn way. As you would not smile upon my 
nend, the Chevalier de Vidaiinc, nor condescend to 
•sten to the suit of the Marquis de l’Estang, I 
concluded to go in search of somebody that would be 
niore likely to please your fastidious taste, and, my 
.^ ar > * have found him. Such a charming, perfect, 
^eal husband he will make ! I am convinced that 
}ou will dote upon him.” 

ft is downright cruelty, Vallombreuse, to per- 
secute me as j’ou do, with such unfeeling jests. You 
'now perfectly well that I do not wish to marry; I 
cannot give my hand without my heart, and my 
neart is not mine to give.” 

But you will talk very differently, I do assure 
j°y> dear little sister, when you see the husband 
1 “fyc chosen for you.” 

Never ! never ! ” cried Isabelle, whose voice 
etrayed her distress. “ I shall always be faithful 
0 a memory that is infinitely dear and precious to 
f 16 ’ for I cannot think that you intend to force me 
to act against my will.” 

Oh, no! I am not quite such a tyrant as that; 

, 0n iy ask you not to reject my protege before you 
have seen him.” 

Without waiting for her reply, Vallombreuse 
abruptly left the room, and returned in a moment 
}'ith de Sigognac, whose heart was throbbing as if 
lt would burst out of his breast. - The two young 
^cn, hand in hand, paused on the threshold, hoping 
that Isabelle would turn her eyes towards them ; but 
she modestly cast them down and kept them fixed 
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'md dream of you, my angel, all 

m my dreams, many nights in 
Js must have met, de Sigognac, 
wrapped in slumber. But now, 
we are reunited — and for ever, 
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Vallombreuse said, so we can 
to our wishes to fear from him. 
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nat greatly agitated and troubled 
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uble defeat at your hands. But all 
•ty is over now, my beloved, and 
1 happiness lie before us.” 
it the door opened, and the young 
to de Sigognac that his father was 
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3reuse to the prince’s presence. The 
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generosity of his nature — he magnanimously put 
aside the resentment that might seem legitimate, and 
came to me with his hand outstretched, and his heart 
in it. He revenges himself nobly for the harm I was 
obliged to do him, by imposing an eternal gratitude 
upon me — a light burden, that I shall bear joyfully 
so long as I live.” 

“ Say nothing more about that, my dear baron ! ” 
Vallombrcuse exclaimed. “You would have done as 
much in my place. The differences of two valiant 
adversaries are very apt to end in a warm mutual 
attachment — we were destined from the beginning 
to become, sooner or later, a devoted pair of friends ; 
like Theseus and Pirithous, Nisus and Euryalus, or 
Damon and Pythias. But never mind about me now, 
and tell my sister how you were thinking of her, and 
longing for her, in that lonely ch&teau of yours ; 
where, by the way, I made one of the best meals I 
ever had in my life, though you do pretend that 
starvation is the rule down there.” 

“And 1 had a charming supper there too,” said 
Isabelle with a smile, “which I look back upon with 
the greatest pleasure.” 

“Nevertheless,” rejoined de Sigognac, “plenty 
does not abound there — but I cannot regret the 
blessed poverty that was the means of first winning 
me your regard, my precious darling ! I am thank- 
ful for it — I owe everything to it.” 

“I am of opinion,” interrupted Vallombreuse, with 
a significant smile, “ that it would be well for me to 
go and report myself to my father. I want to 
announce your arrival to him myself, de Sigognac ! 
Not that he will need to be specially prepared to 
receive you, for I am bound to confess — what may 
surprise my little sister here — that he knew such a 
thing might come about, and was equally implicated 
with my graceless self in this little conspiracy. But- 
one thing yet — tell me before 1 go, Isabelle, Com- 
tesse de Lineuil, whether you really do intend to 
accept the Baron de Sigognac as your husband — I 
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that I could sleep, and dream of you, my angel, all 
the weary time.” 

“I saw you also in my dreams, many nights in 
succession. Our souls must have met, de Sigognac, 
while our bodies lay wrapped in slumber. But now, 
thanks be to God, we are reunited — and for ever. 
The prince, my father, knew and approved of your 
being brought here, Vallombreuse said, so we can 
have no opposition to our wishes to fear from him. 
He has spoken to me of you several times of late in 
very flattering terms; looking at me searchingly the 
while, in a way that greatly agitated and troubled 
me, for I did not know what might be in his mind, 
as Vallombreuse had not then told me that he no 
longer hated you, and I feared that he would always 
do so after his double defeat at your hands. But all 
the terrible anxiety is over now, my beloved, and 
blessed peace and happiness lie before us.” 

At this moment the door opened, and the young 
duke announced to de Sigognac that his father was 
waiting to receive him- The baron immediately rose 
from his seat beside Isabelle, bowed low to her, and 
followed Vallombreuse to the prince’s presence. The 
aged nobleman, 'dressed entirely in black, and with 
his breast covered with orders, was sitting in a large 
arm-chair at a table heaped up with books and 
papers, with which he had evidently been occupied. 
His attitude was stately and dignified, and the ex- 
pression of his noble, benevolent countenance affable 
in the extreme. He rose to receive de Sigognac, 
gave him a cordial greeting, and politely bade him 
be seated. 

“My dear father,” said Vallombreuse, “1 present 
to you the Baron de Sigognac; formerly my rival, 
now my friend, and soon to be my brother, if you 
consent. Any improvement that you may see in me 
is due to his influence, and it is no light obligation 
that 1 owe to him — though he will not admit that 
there is any. The baron comes to ask a favour of 
you, which 1 shall rejoice to see accorded to him.” 

2 2 
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when wc met at the ChAtcau dc Sigognac, that you 
were my fate. At sight of you my heart, which had 
always lain dormant before, and never responded to 
any appeal, thrilled within me, and, unasked, yielded 
to you all its love and allegiance. Your very timidity 
won more for you than the greatest boldness and 
assurance could have done, and from the first 
moment of our acquaintance 1 resolved never to give 
myself to any one but you, or God.” 

“And yet, cruel, hard-hearted child that yot! were 
— though so divinely good and lovely — you refused 
your hand to me, when I sued for it on my knees. 

I know well that it was all through generosity, and 
that of the noblest — but, my darling, it was a very 
cruel generosity too.” 

“ 1 will do my best to atone for it now, my dearest 
dc Sigognac, in giving you this hand you wished for, 
together with my heart, which has long been all 
your own. The Comtesse de tineuil is not bound to 
be governed by the scruples of Isabelle, the actress. 
I have had only one fear — that your pride might 
keep you from ever seeking me again as I am now. 
But, even if you had given me up, you would never 
have loved another woman, would you, dc Sigognac? 
You would have been faithful to me always, eyen 
though you had renounced me — I felt so sure of that. 
Were you thinking of me down there in your ancient 
chAteau, when Vallombreuse broke in upon your 
solitude? ” 

“My dearest Isabelle, by day I had only one 
thought — of you — and at night, when I kissed the 
sacred pillow on which your lovely head had rested; 
before laying my own down upon it, I besought the 
god of dreams to show me your adored image while 
I slept.” 

“And were your prayers sometimes answered? ” 

“Always — not once was I disappointed — and only 
when morning came did you leave me, vanishing 
through ‘ the ivory gates. ’ Oh ! how interminable 
the sad, lonely days seemed to me, and how I wished 
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‘‘nd appears to me to possess every qualification that 
heart could desire. I am perfectly satisfied with him 
—but has he succeeded in pleasing you, my child? 
young heads do not always agree with gray ones. 
Examine your own heart carefully, and tell me if 
you are willing to accept the Baron de Sigognac as 
your husband. Take plenty of time to considei — 
you shall not be hurried, my dear child, in so grave a 
matter as this.” 

The prince’s kindly, cordial smile gave evidence 
that he was in a playful mood, and Isabelle, pluck- 
ing up courage, threw her arms round her father’s 
neck, and said in the softest tones, “There is no 
need for me to consider or hesitate, my dear lord 
and father 1 Since the Baron de Sigognac is so 
happy as to please you, I confess, freely and frankly, 
that I have loved him ever since we first met, and 
have never wished for any other alliance. To obey 
you in this will be my highest happiness.” 

“And now clasp hands, my children, and exchange 
the kiss of betrothal," cried the Duke of Vallom- 
breuse gayly. “Verily, the romance ends more 
happily than could have been expected after such a 
stormy beginning. And now the next question is, 
when shall the wedding be? ” 

_ “ It will take a little time to make due prepara- 
tion,” said the prince. “ So many people must be set 
to work, in order that the marriage of my only 
daughter may be worthily celebrated. Meanwhile, 
Isabelle, here is your dowry, the deed of the estate of 
Lineuil — from which you derive your title, and which 
yields you an income of fifty thousand crowns per 
annum — together with rent-rolls, and all the various 
documents appertaining thereto,” and he handed a 
formidable roll of papers to her. “As to you, my 
dear de Sigognac, I have here for you a royal 
ordinance, which constitutes you governor of a pro- 
vince; and no one, I venture to say, could be more 
worthy of this distinguished honour than yourself. 

Vallornbreuse, who had gone out of the room 
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The prince made a gesture of acquiescence, and 
looked reassuringly at de Sigognac, as if inviting 
him to speak fearlessly for himself. Encouraged by 
the expression of his eyes, the baron rose, and, with 
a low bow, said, in clear, distinct tones,' “ Prince, 1 
am here to ask of you the hand of Madame la Com- 
tesse Isabelle de Lineuil, your daughter.” 

The old nobleman looked at him steadily and 
scarcbingly for a moment, and then, as if satisfied 
with his scrutiny, answered : " Baron de Sigognac, 
I accede to your request, and consent to this alliance, 
with great pleasure — so far, that is, as my paternal 
will accords with the wishes of my beloved daughter 
— whom I should never attempt to coerce in any- 
thing. The Comtesse de Lineuil must be consulted 
in this matter, and herself decide the question which 
is of such vital importance to her. 1 cannot under- 
take to answer for her — the whims and fancies of 
young ladies are sometimes so odd and unexpected.” 

The prince said this with a mischievous smile — as 
if he had not long known that Isabelle loved de 
Sigognac with all her heart, and was pining for him. 
After a brief pause, he added: “ Vallombreuse, go 
and fetch your sister, for, without her, I cannot give 
a definite answer to the Barbn de Sigognac.” 

The young duke accordingly went for Isabelle, 
who was greatly alarmed at this summons, and 
obeyed it in fear and trembling. Despite her 
brother’s assurances, she could not bring herself to 
believe in the reality of such great happiness. Her 
breast heaved tumultuously, her face was very pale, 
at each step her knees threatened to give way under 
her, and when her father drew her fondly to his side 
she was forced to grasp the arm of his chair tightly, 
to save herself from falling.” 

“My daughter,” said the prince gravely, “here is 
a gentleman who does you the honour to sue for 
your hand. For my own part, I should hail this 
union with joy — for he is of an ancient and illustrious 
family, of stainless reputation and tried courage. 
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her duties as an actress. Whilst de Sigognac, 
governor of a province, captain of mousquetaires, 
superbly dressed, dignified, stately and affable, the 
very beau-ideal of a distinguished young nobleman, 
had nothing about him to recall the poor, shabby, 
disconsolate youth, almost • starving in his dreary, 
half-ruined chfiteau, whose misery was described at 
the beginning of this tale. 

After a splendid collation, graced by the presence 
of the bride and groom, the happy pair vanished; 
but we will not attempt to follow them, or intrude 
upon their privacy — turning away at the very thres- 
hold of the nuptial chamber, singing, in low tones, 
after the fashion of the ancients, “ Hymen ! oh 
Hymen 1 ” 
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while his father was speaking, now made his appear- 
ance, followed by a servant carrying a box covered' 
with crimson velvet. He took it from the lackey at 
the door, and advancing, placed it upon the table in 
front of Isabelle. 

“My dear little sister," said he, “will you accept 
this from me as a wedding gift? ” 

On the cover was inscribed "For Isabelle,” in 
golden letters, and it contained the very casket which 
the Duke of Vallombrcuse had offered at Poitiers to 
the young actress, and which she had so indignantly 
refused to receive, or even look at. 

“ You will accept it this time? ” he pleaded, with 
a radiant smile; “and honour these diamonds of 
finest water, and these pearls of richest lustre, by 
wearing them, for my sake. They are not more pure 
and beautiful than yourself.” 

Isabelle smilingly took up a magnificent necklace 
and clasped it round her fair neck, to show that she 
harboured no resentment; then put the exquisite 
bracelets on her round, white arms, and decked 
herself with the various superb ornaments that the 
beautiful casket contained. 

And now we have only to add, that a week later 
Isabelle and de Sigognac were united in marriage in 
the chapel at Vallombreuse, which was brilliantly 
lighted, and filled with fragrance from the profusion 
of flowers that converted it into a very bower. The 
music was heavenly, the fair bride adorably beauti- 
ful, with her long white veil floating about her, and 
the Baron de Sigognac radiant with happiness. The 
Marquis de Bruyires was one of his witnesses, and a 
most brilliant and aristocratic assemblage “assisted” 
at this notable wedding in high life. No one, who 
had not been previously informed of it, could ever 
have' suspected that the lovely bride — at once so 
noble and modest, so dignified and graceful, so gentle 
and refined, yet with as lofty a bearing as a princess 
of the blood royal — had only a short time before been 
one of a band of strolling players, nightly fulfilling 



